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PREFACE. 


ES Pelicv? rhere can be no Task 
more diſſicult, to an Author who 
bas any Regard for his own Cha- 
JMB rafter, than that of writing a 
IM Preface ro a Book of this Kind. 
To iyſiſt upon the Merit of ſuch 
Trifles, «would be counted Vanity with a Wit- 
neſs: And iftirely to give up all Pretenſions, 
muſt appear altogether as ridiculous on the 
other Side. So that, if there be any Thing 
ſaid to the Purpoſe, tis hardly poſſible to 
avoid the Imputation either of Folly, or De- 
ſigu, or both. But the Reader expects we 
mould ſay ſomet hing Let him be inform d 
then, that I Had determin'd to introduce the 
ollowing Eſſays, with a Diſtonrſe on what 
T :vas to have call'a, the lefler Sorts of rom 
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The PREFACE. 
and that, with this View, I had, at divers 


Times, ſcribbled over ſeveral Sheets of Pa- : 
per; the Quinte ſſence of all aubich was to 


Have been extracted, and reuucd imo the beſt 


Method and Form imaginable. The Primer 
Beſir'd my Preface; and F went about giuing 
it the laſt Hand. when, to my no ſmal Dif 4 
appointment, having thrown the common Max- 


mms out of my pau Obſervations ; and every 
Thing that thought might be exceptea 
againſt, out of that which relates to my own 


Performances; my poor Treatiſe was quite 


enthilated; and I was more to ſeek than ever 


After this Succeſs, I am almoſt afraid to 


ſpeck a Mord in my own Behalf ; and 1 


Leg your Pardon, Gentlemen, for ſaying 
hat the following Pieces awere written at 
very different Times, merely for the Diver- 


fion of myſelf, and a few intimate Friends; 
on which Arcount, they muſt, of Neceſſity, | 
rant many of thoſe Aivantages which a 


Collection, cormpos'd on purpeſe to be publiſh's, 


might have receiv'd from an equal ſhare of 


Art and Attention. Some concurrent Cir- 
cumſtance may make that agreeable to a few, 
hich will be inſipid enough to all that are 
not acquainted with it. I wou here urge 
the ſeveral Perſons I had to pleaſe, to ex- 
cuſ my printing ſome Things which, for 
the Reaſon juſt mention'd, had been better 
omitted ; and the Publiſher's Opinion as the 
Cauſe why 1 4id nos inſert two or three A.- 
*#:mpts of a graver Nature. 17 


AY. 


The PREFACE. 


It may be obſerva, that I have ventured 
o call the narrative Pieces, Tales; which 
Word has a much looſer Signsfication than 
either Songs, Odes, or Epigrams. There 
muſt be Poetry in theſe latter: But a Tale'ss 
a Tale ſtil}, whether in Verſe or Profe, 
whether a Fontaine, or the good old Woman "7 
Granamother may have the Province of tel 
ing it. Thelike may be ſata of Epiſtles. In 
other Particulars the Caſe is alter a: Thoſe 
who allow me the Names of Tale-Teller and 
Letter-Writer, may 4iſpute my Right to that 
of Poet. Ir is for this Reaſon that I have 
left the critical Readers to place the Reſt of 
theſe Compoſures (except a ps which eſcap's 
thro Tnadvertency) in what Species 
Poetry they ſhall think fit; or, if they pleaſe, 


to reduce them to no Species at all. 
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STLVIO: Or, the Po E T's 
| Metamorphoſis, A TALE. 
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O Genius can itſelf diſplay 
In ev'ry, or in any Way : 
One Art ('tis from Experience 
| plain!) 445 
Is full ſutficient for one Brain; 
and He who made us Men, deſign'd- 
For ſuch a Science, ſuch a Min. 
A Hence 
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May carry Euclid in his Head. 


[ 2 ] 


Hence thoſe, who ne'er profeſs too much, 
Give what they do the nicer Touch ; 
Hence he, who Horace never read, 


Dan. Pope goes farther yet, and ſhows 

Poor mortal Man ſo little knows, 

That, to ſucceed, the Sons of Wit 

A ſingle Science oft ſhould ſplit ; 

Each taking up a Part --- and brings OY 

A learned Simile from Kings, 

Who loſe the Conqueſts gain'd before, 

By ſtriving ſtill to conquer more. 


a. 
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Tis true, to Minds of vulgar Mold, 

By Wit and Genius uncontroll'd, 3 

Who round one beaten Circle move, I 
Have no new Thought, nor old improve; 4 

To ſuch, there can be little odds, 

If wooden Stools they make, or Gods; 

The Lump which animates their Frame, 

In Smith and Taylor's much the ſame. 


But when ſome Giant Soul deſcends, 
Created but for greateſt Ends; 
To bleſs a World, exalt an Age, 
And ſhine on Life's uncęxtai 
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34 
Tis then a Caſe of great Concern 
The Senſe of Providence to learn; 
To chuſe that CharaQter alone 5 
Which forming Nature makes his own. 


This Confirmation, Willian, take, 
I love to prove whate'er I ſpeak 3 
Twill urge thee on to ſearch. with Care 


Thy g and 1 in Propergen . 


- Sylvib, a rural Bard, who log: 3 
Had charm'd the Country with his Song; 
Nor unſucceſsful ſought Renown- 9 
Among th' Anouymens in Town, 

Now juſt began to print his Name, 
And ſtand a r ſor Fame. 


Warm'd with Pefire of Roz al Praiſe, 
And the Reverſion of the Bs 
No Birth, or Coronation Day, 
Unſung by Hlvio, paſt away. 
The Courtly Taſte he knew to pleaſe, 4 
With graceful Strength, and manly Eaſe; 
Was Maſter of ſuch fine Addreſs, | 
No living Bard with more Succeſs 
The Charms of Beauty could rehearſe, 
Or in ſublimer, ſmoother Verſe, 


K 3. Could. 
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Could waft bis Monarch ſafcly ever, 

When juſt embarking for Hanover; 

And quell the ſtormy, ſubject Main, 
When our dread Liege return'd again. q 


Yet, in his Works admir'd alone, 
Still Slvio's Perſon was unknown; 
His Native Soil, of that poſſeſt. 
Was thought by all ſupremely bleſt; 
Her verdant Meads, and ſhady Groves, 
Were now the Seats of Nymphs and Loves; 
Each riſing Hill, and River, ſhines 0 
A God, or Goddeſs, in his Lines. 


But when the Preſs: demands his Care, 
The vocal Woods their Bard muſt ſpare, 
Tho? all his gay Creation mourn'd 
Its Beauty loſt, till he returnd— 

For this to Town the Poet came, 

When firſt his Soul conceiv'd a Flame ; 
His Heart when Mira ſtrongly charm'd, 
And all his high Reſolves difarm'd. 


/ 


Now ev'ry Poſt to Mira brings, 
What Love inſpires, and Sylvio ſings: 
The real Paſſion of his Breaſt, | 
In ev'ry Grace of Diction dreſt: 
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Each well turn d Line was greatly fraught: 
With melting Tenderneſs of Thought; 
Such moving Warmth as muſt controul : 
The Springs of Mira's gentle Soul. 


What Verſe can do on gen'rous Minds, 
In Mira each Obſerver ſinds; 

The rival Youths, who ſhar'd before 
Alternate Joy, now hope no more; 

Nor could the Nymph forbear to tell 
How much the Charms of Wit excel. 


Th' enamour'd Bard ſhe once had ſcen,, 
Nor then diflik'd his manly Mien: 

Her Paſfion now the Image ſceds, 

And in her Soul the Youth proceeds; 
The dear Idea Daily ſwells, 

Till Hlvio all Mankind excells; 

Till in him centres all that ſhe 

Can wiſh in Man, or Man can be. 


Now, join'd in Soul, the Bard and Maid 
Each other's ardent Vows repaid; 
While mighty. Love, with equal ſway, 
Had fix'd the conſummation Day. 


The Female Taſte we ſo revere, 
On which we build our Hope and Fear, 
| | That: 


ö 159 
WT hat n0/$uctes-our Pride can move 
P ſtrongly; as Subcef in Loss. chi 
Silvio, 'till now, no Woman's Prize 915 
Looks on hümſelt with Mira's Bye; 
Vainly receives the Nymph” 5 Applauſe, 
But all along miſtakes the Cauſe; 
No Woman's Heart was ever won. 
He falſely thought, by Seniſe/alone, 
His Perſon, therefore, Mira priz'd, 2h 
From meaner Motives, thus ag 102 20A 


This dull Miſtake of vulgar Souls, 
That Fancy all the Fair controuls, 
Too much prevails in ev'ry Mind, 
While Prejudice and Cuſtom blind: 
But who the Sex have ſtudy'd — 

Hare often found their Taſte excel; 
That Women, with ſublimeſt Views, 
In Love and Life know how to chuſe. 


r maid Lo 


— 


tp t& =— ty & 


Well read in Books, unread in Men, 
You had all Sylvio from his Pen: 
His f. prightly Thoughts from Nature flow 4, 
And in the Page forever glow'd; 

But from his Lips they coldly fel, 

Nor with enliv'ning Accents {well ; 
While modeſt Bluſhes paint his Cheeks, 
And moſt, when to the Fair he ſpeaks : 
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So baſhful. Gmple Nature proves, 2 


Ere Vice informs, or Int reſt moves. - 
011 d 99: 3 922 Ag I 2 


1 now the Error, rooted decp, 


Fills all his Soul, and haunts his A 5 


No more he courts the Muſes Aid, 
To bend an unrelenting Maid: 
The Muſes Flights are idle Dreams, 


And Verſe's vain Amuſement ſcems: 


That Charm the Conqueſt muſt improve 


Which Mira's Paſſion firſt could move; 
Convinc'd that Charm was only Show, 
Sudden the Scholar ſhines a Beau, 
Sudden appears at Mira's Feet, 


In his Diſhonour dreft compleaet. 


A Genius, like a River, flows 
Serenely ſmooth, if nought oppoſe; 
But, if diverted from its Courſe, 

It errs with an uncommon Force; 
Breaks violent thro*. Reaſon's Bounds; 
And the whole Man at once confounds. 
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How great, how jut i ibs Nymphs Surpriſe 


When his new Art the Poct trics ! 
When, in the fervent Lover's Place, 
She finds dull Form, and low Grimace! 


How 


| 
| 
| 
\ 
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How.awkard ſeems th affected Youth, 


| Practic'd alone in fimple Truth! 


Each Word he Prong each Step he trod . 
Was all ridiculous and odd; | 
Unlike the firſt of human Kind, 

Unlike the Picture in her Mind. 


Love, from ſume brighter Part begun, 
O'er the whole Object learns to run; 
That Part receives the Lover's View, 
Is all wwe are, and all we 40: 

But if the Paſſion ſhould decay, 

Soon the new Beauties fade away; 

T hat fingle Charm remains alone, 
And quickly wants the Force of One. 


So o'er her Heart had Slvio ſway d, 
While with his Verſe he warm'd the Maid; 
By that bold Feature the could Plan 
The Model of a perfect Man; 
Pleas'd, in one Excellence, to trace 

Politeneſs, Form, and cv'ry Gracc. 
So, now the Youth his Soul expos'd, 
And all it's Weakneſſes diſclos'd, 
With lefning Fires ſhe-inly burn'd, 
Till to Reſpect her Paſſion turn d; 
Ev'n cold Reſpect could not remain, 
It dwindled ſoon to mere Diſdain. 
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„ nee ee n ee ee nne 
Bellatr, who once before poſſeſs'd 


The higheſt Seat in Mrd's Breaſt, 


Beheld with Joy the Bard's Diſgrace, © 
And with new Vows reſum'd his Place. 
Hlvio depatted, to relate 

In mournful Verſe, his cruel Fate ; 

While the polite, the gay Bellair, 
Triumphant, bore my the Fair. 


T. hat Sylvios are bs ary ” 
T hy own Experience may impart; 
Our Story therefore on thy Mina, 
May leave this Truth, my Friend, "ebind-- 
T ho' Wit has but one common Name, ff 
In ai ferent Modes tis not the ſame z 
For thoſe wwho write with greateſt Eaſe, 
May «vant in Life the Skill to pleaſe. 
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Porrical, KxicnTroon. | 


Au EPISTLE. 


| AS Shop-man notes in Day-Book firſt 
The Goods deliver'd out on Truſt ;- 

Where Names promiſc'ouſly are plac'd, 

As this comes firſt, and that comes laſt ;_ 

From whence, at proper Seaſons, he,. 

According to the A, B, C,. 


Sets down, in order, who bought what, - 

This Page for one, for t other that.---. 
So I, who traffick to Parnaſſus, 

And rhime on moſt Affairs that paſs us, 

Secure in Pocket, always keep 

Pen, Ink, and Paper bound in Sheep: 

Nor Time, nor Form, gan make me doubt 

When Fancy prompts, to take them out, 

And fave from Death my Infant Labours, 

Whether at Home, or at ſome Neighbours. 


$0 alſo (for the Uſe muſt be 
As complex as the Simile) 


_ 
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At proper Times, in larger Coat, 
My Jade Mecum I unload. 
Digeſting into ſep' rate Parts, | # 
Tales, Odes, Epiſtles, Flames, and Darts — 


Or as at Chriſtmaſs, o'er his Books, 


& Th' aforeſaid honeſt Tradeſman looks; 


To ſee how Stock in Buſineſs betters, 
And write out Bills upon his Debtors : 
When (after having choſe the beſt, 
And ſhook his Head at all the reſt) 
He ſends, or goes himſelf to catch, 


= What ready Money they will fetch--- 


So I, this Morning, took a View 


: Of all my Poems, old and new, 


To weigh, with an impartial Spirit, 


1 And uſe according to, their Merit: 


The Flames demand the greateſt Part; 
Some tew diſcover, ſome Deſert ; 


J | Theſe to 2 Priund 1 ſhow's: dd Minn! 
| A mighty Mind to have them printed,-- 


Why John, ſaid he, thy Thought in this, 
I cannot ſay, tis much amiſs :--- 


F & Your Friends would all be very glad, 
7 And, Faith, my Int'reſt mould be had: 


But 


| L 12/4] 

But firſt, methinks, vou ought to know __ 
How much Mankind is pleas'd with PT 
A riſing Poet always writes | 
To Dukes, Lords, Ladies, 'Squires, or Knights : 
While thou haſt ever us'd thy Pen 

To Delia, David, John, or Ben.--- 
Theſe vulgar Names are what I fear 
For ten to one the Town will hear 
That Benjamin's a Country Quaker, 

And Delia but a Mantua-maker; 

That David in a Cellar pent is, 

And John's at Greenwich a mere Prentice. 


J left my Friend without Reply, 

And went to Phebus' Court juſt by :--- 
The God was but that Minute up, 

And ſcarce had drank his Morning Cup, 
(To take a Draught his conſtant courſe is, 
While forth the Horæ bring his Horſes, 
And fix them to their flaming Chariot! 

So bright no mortal Eye can bear it) 


Not many Ceremonies paſt, 
My Perſon known, the Cod in haſte, —— 
Speak quickly, Friend, I muſt not ſtay ; 
“ The Weſtern World expects the Day. 
- © Doſt thou not ſee: how fair Aurorn 
Invites me on, and blames my Aſora? 
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(Note 
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(Note, with Apollo tis no Crime nes 
To uſe that Tongue bie in Rhime. J 

5 oC > IJ £42 £5 R's 
As . as Men can e make 
To what ſuperior Beings ſpeak, 
I told him all I've here told you, 
And humbly ask'd him what to do.--- | 
Do? ſays Apollo, in my Right, 
all Ben. my Lord; make John a Knight: 
Let-Dawid frine a Squire complet: 


Mt Delia keep her Country Seat :- 


uch Words will give your Writings Strength :- 
You need not put their Names at length. 

. w 44 411 CANES 4 
= I madea Bow! and Home I came, © L 
Prim full of Joy, and ſacred Flame--- | 
Corrected all my Poems thro, 
nd writ, beſides, this Scroll to yau-- 
Erhis Scroll which, from Apollo, brings 
\ Title, others take from Kings 
Accept it thou without one more Word, 
Hand be Sir 70hn from this Time forward. 
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The PULPIT MASK ; or, Saying ö 


and Doing are two Things. 4 
FILE" puts To Mr. B. — 


AP pleaſant Paſſage often bs 4 
Amidſt the grave, in finiſh'd Works--- 


265 Proof (a Proof is ne'er amiſs) 


Sieur Deſpreaus has left us this. 


A canting Prieſt, of ſpecial Note 
For leathern-Lungs and brazen Throat, 
Had got the Knack to draw Reſpect 
From all of feeble Intellect; 
And, without Learning, Wit, or Art, 
To govern each old Woman's Heart. 


From Time to Time his Audience grew--- 


From Time to Time their Tears he drew--- C 

On no Occafion would he tail ha 

To uſher in a long Detail 01 

Of all the Vices of the Time: And 

Thund'ring ſo loud agaſhſt each Crime, 

Not Peters, Pomfret, Mead, or Burgeſs, R. 
ink 


Were call'd more juſtly Zoanerges. 


15 * 
"Twas 
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Twas once his Lot, not far from Court, 42s 
To preach before the better Sort - 
Ev'n here the Church was much too ſtraight--- | 
Coach after Coach unloads its Freight. 

Scarce any Preacher c'cr beheld 

A Place ſo large, ſo amply fill'd- 

For {Spite of Piety and Senſe, _ 

And all the Charms of Eloquence) 

The Man that makes the biggeſt Noiſe, 

Moſt Hearers ev'ry where enjoys. 


Think how our Doctor gaz'd around, 

With Looks of Gravity profound 

He ſtroak'd his Face; he took his Text; 

Made ev'ry Member unperplex'd ; 

Then all his Batteries apply'd | 

Againſt Mens Luxury and Pride--- 

In all their Forms he theſe engag'd, 
Hut ſeem'd with Coaches moſt cnrag'd--- 

Dreſs on Morality encroaches ; 

et Dreſs was not ſo bad as Coarheg—— 

\ Coach, that eaſy Chair to Vice 

hat Gew-gaw of the Vain and Nice! 

o keep one was a mortal Sin 

And all were damn'd that rode therein! 


Religious Heats too often make 
\n honeſt Chriſtian's Mem'ry weak. 
B 2 Our 


[26 ] 
Our Prieſt, tranſported with his Theme, 
And hurry'd on with Zeal extreme, 
To his own Breech apply'd the Birch--- 
For, in the Body of the Church, 
That very Perſon might be ſeen 
With whom he thither coach'd had been 


How could Fl Gentleman forbear 

To cough, and hem, and nod, and ſtare? 

Still Maſter thou may'ſt cough and look--- 
Sir Crape perſues the Theme he took. 

An bundred Times he had it o'er — — 

Friends, uſe thoſe wickes T bings no more! 

To walk to Heav'n is better far 

"4 lan to be coach d rhe L--4 knows here 


The Sermon ** * Flock diſmiſt, 
With Benediction of the Prieſt, 
The ac hes rattle to the Door, 
The People enter as before — 
Our Doctor's Friend ſteps boldly in, 
Regardleſs of the new found Sin, 
Put reſolute to play his Farce on 
The formal Aypocritic Parſon. 

"Tis well when Preachers Lives afford 
A Teſtimony to the Word | 
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was not ſo now our Prieſt forgot” + + _ + } 
The Do&rine he that Moment taught— - 
Again the outward Man prevails, | 
Again he confident aſſailss 
Sans Ceremony, at a Venture, 78 
The gilded Vehicle to enter— | A 
When looking ſtedfaſt in his Face, 
His Friend cries, W hat's your Min.-My Place, | 


| Tour Place, 4 ye ſay why what the Devil, 


Would you commit this dreadſful Evil? 
No Doctor, prithee walk a Foot — 
Coachman drive on He ſhall not 40't.— 


What Uſe our Author makes of this, 4 

You, I, or any one may gueſs —-- Q 

I'd juſt inform you by the Way, _ ö 
The Story's in L' Art de precher. J ; 
What Doctrines beſt the Pulpit fit, 
What Manners make the Prieſt complete, 
It teaches better, at one View, 
Than half a hundred Rules can do 


To thee this moral Tale is ſent, 
O B--Ib--n, with no ill Intent. 
Tho' thy Abilities we grant, 
A juſt Decorum thou may'ſt want. 
O like thy Genius were thy Life! 
Were not thy Words and Deeds at ſtrife ! 
; O 


[18 ] 
O in the Wit did Friendſhip ſhine ! 
And Honour finiſh the Divine! ; ei 10 24 


This ſhort, this juſt Reproof receive, 
(This ſhort Reproof is all I give=) 
Accept the Love, nor flight the Truth, 
Tho' from an"unexperienc'sd Youtho— 
The Muſes Voice is always free, 

And I, whtearn'd, may Sing to thee.— 


WOMAN“; 


- 


AN's 
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WOMAN's LOGIC, or, Love the 
beſt Diſputant. 4 TALE © 


. DLO ID OA LEDAMA MIA f 
Nil proprium ducas, quad mutarier pateſt. 


I S ſtrange that thoſe ſhould moſt Obey 
Who calle of univerſal Sway; 

That ſtill the Tail the Head ſhould rule, 

And ev'ry Man be Woman's Fool; 


That thoſe, whoſe Province 'tis to hear 


What wiſer we may make appear, 


Should make us all they ſay believe; 


Their Word the only Proof they give— * | 


The 8 Veſſels let them be; f | | 
And think 'em ſo who will for me; ; N 


"Tis plain their Logic overpow'rs 


The boaſted Energy of ours : 
I firmly think, and ſhall do ſtill, 
That Reaſon's Strength lies in the Will, 


Till Syllogs/mm can overthrow - | 
The Force of, Ts, becauſe tis ſomes - 
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My Name was fixt, I always thought 
Banks, quaſi River's Banks I wrote; 
3 And durſt, againſt the World, maintain 
An Erymology fo plain 
| Full oft I faid, full off'I ſung,' 
How from ſome Fiſherman I ſprung ; 
Who dwelling near his ſubject Broox, 


Thence his Denomination tox 


But vain is all we think or do, 
Unleſs the Fair approve it too ! 

My Name, of which I was ſo ſure, 
Alaſs! no longer muſt endure. | 


A Female Couſin ſaw me write, 

And ſeem'd to ſtartle at the Sight 

My Couſin? ſure tis not the ſame! 

T his ne er can be my Couſin's Name 

My Father wrote it with a C, 

Ani ſo ao J, and fo fpouls he —— 

A, C, ſaid I, that muſt be wrong. 

'Tis right, quoth ſpe, ſo hol i your Tongue 
I told her I could ſcarce believe her, 

It muſt be Banks from Banks of River — + 
A Fig for River's Banks, fbe cry a, | 
1 ſay Ti have the C ſuppiy a, 


Or 


[93 71 
Or elſe Il never own you more ; 
So loſe my Favour, or raster. 
Not own? thought I, I ne'er ſhall bear i. 
Then ſtraight at Bottom clapt a Carer : 
Refolv'd I'll uſe it till I die; 
Convinc 'd, ſhe gave yu Reaſon why. — 


With Women fince if I Alpute. 
They unavoidably confute —— a 
My Couſin need but ſpeak her Mind, 
To make me Silent, Deaf, or Blind; 
What Mortal would not be the ſame, 
Perſwaded once out of his Name. 


J. BANC Ks. 


[22] 
$07635553555636000066 
A true Tale of a terrible Apparition, 


FTER learn'd and warm Debate, 
Touching Folks in t'other State; 

| Whether any come again; 

Or ſome Demon in their Skin; 
Whether any Truth may ſeem in 

Tales of ſcreeching Owls and Women; 
Whether Ghoſts, from Graves that riſs, 
Bears, with glaring, ſaucer Eyes, 

And an hundred ſuch like Fancies, 
Were, or were not mere Romances. — 
Parſon Roger having prov'd 

That no Spirit ever mov'd 

From the Place to which it went, 

When, by Death, from Body ſent ; 
Home ſrom Tavern reel'd Sir Harry, 
With as much as he could carry, 
Swearing he would not be frighred; 
Tho' ſo diſmally benighted; — 

Let old Nick himſelf appear, | 
Bold Sir Harry will not fear — 

No, he'll think his Coward Senſcs 
Only cheat him with Pretences. 


N . 
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Out 


{SE 


Out of Town ſome half a Mile. 
Croſs a Field, and o'er a Stile, 4 nes” 


SS 1 


Stood his Houſe, upon a Green — 
: Dixon's Garden lay between;—— — 


Th' Hour of Night was almoſt One, 
Of pale Pyhæbe there was none, 
Stars a few were ſprinkled round, 


Juſt enow to ſhow the Ground. 


Void of Fear, a-croſs the Plain, 
As an Eaſtern Monarch vain, 
Valiant as Sir Hudibraſs, 
Or the Great La Mancha was, 
Marches on our doughty Knight; 
Challenging the blackeſt Spright.—— 


But how fickle's human Glory, 
You ſhall hear in foil wing Story ——* 
Things are very ſeldom here 
Realy ſolid, as th' appear. 


Paſling now the Garden by, 
G'er the Hedge he caſt his Eye; 
But, alaſs! what ſtrange Surprize! 
Something black! of monſtrous Size ! 


jut Worſe 


If L 24] 
Worſe and worſe ! now Three or Four! 
Half a Dozen l half a Score! P 
Don't his Eyes deceive him ? No—— 
Look again Tis realy ſo 

What can they be? nothing common 
Tis too late for Man or Woman. — 
Cattle have no Buſ neſs there 

Where * Beans and  Curnips are. 


Now the hardy Knight begins 
To repent of all his Sins; 
But his greateſt cauſe of Grief . 
Was his wicked Unbelief. 
Had the Parſon been but near, 
He had inſtantly, tis clear, 
Dy'd like Popiſh Prieſt infidious ; 5 
For his Doctrine irreligious. 


Now prophane, and impious Elf, 
Says the Hero to himſelf, 
For thy Incredulity | 
See a Troop of Demons nigh! 
Sce how dreadful they advance ! 
Then he turn'd his Eyes asKance. — 


O what Method ſhall he take? 
Shall he ſtand his Ground, and ſpeak ? 


hat 


LF] 
What a Qualm at this he feels! oh 
No- he'll ſooner take his Heels g 
Tis no ſooner thought than done, 
Danger makes the ſtouteſt run] 
Fear gives Feet, — gives Feet, ſaid I? 
Fear gives Wings and makes us fly- 
Swift as from the Bow an Arrow; 


Or to Barn a frighted Sparrow. —— 


Whenſoe er our Thoughts decetveus,. 
pprehenſion's loth to leave us 
till his Eyes, fixt ghaſtly, ſtare, 
till to Briſtles change bis Hair, 
till he hears the Spiritefollow—— 
dow they ſpeak with Voibe that's hollow. — 
Now they pull him by the Coat — 
or his Life who gives a Groat? 


Quick the Door, and let him in 
So, tis done —— where have you been? 


| N ot a Word, alaſs, he's dead! 


Bring a Chair — hold up his Headi— * | » 

D my Tady ] what a Plight! 

he's as dead as is the Knight - 
erch the Doctor mo bring ſome Water —— | 
?aven's' what can be the Matter ? 
brow it in my Lady's Fare 


Pring the Hartſhorn Drops too, Grace 


What 
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What a Mercy! ſbe revives —— 
Mell, we ſpant boſe both their Lives 
Madam; us'd he ſo to be. 
Bleſſings on him. no not he. 
Heark, he Groans. _—— a Glaſs of Wine--- 
Lean your Head, my Dear, on mine — + 
Now the Story, if you pleaſe—— 
You ſhall hear it by Degrees. 


Half a hundred Hums and Haughs, 


Now and then a longer Pauſe, 


Now and then a Look awry, 

To be ſure no Ghoſts were nigh, 
Brought it out in half an Hour 
None can do beyond their Power. _— 


Scarce my Lady could ſorbear, 


All would laugh, did they but dare; 


But, in Servant, Sign of Mirth 
Was as much as Place was worrh ; 
And my Lady thought *twas beſt 
To be merry after Reſt. 


By themſclves it was agreed, 

In the Morning Tom and Nez - 
Should to Dixon's Garden go: 

Further, if they could, to know. 


L 27 J 


But behold the Truth before! 
Dixon bounces at the Door 
What's your Buſ'neſs ? Where's Sir Harry? 


. Pleaſe you, I'll your Meſſage carry — 
Say his Cows are driv'n to Pound 


For a Treſpaſs on my Ground. 


3 i 
= 7 — — IF 


But 
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The Teruſalem Wuasn-BALL. A 
an 


F ROM Tally Nigritia came, 


A comely, well-proportion'd Dame: Y 
By bounteous Nature form'd to move Ho) 
In many Hearts, the Springs of Love. Ho! 
Ah! had ſhe ftill contented been Wu 
Of ten Degrees th* unrival'd Queen! Wh 
But buſy Fame had made Report To 
What StarsHlum'd the Hritiſp Court ; Wh 
And Emulation fir'd her Breaſt, - Son 
The Prize of Beauty to conteſt. 

Too ſoon, the ſwarthy Tuſcan ſees 


How many Ways our Ladies pleaſe. 
Tis not a graceful Shape and Mien, 
In which alone their Honour's ſeen : 
In them a thouſand Charms unite, 
And ſtrike at once the raviſh'd Sight. 
Their Cheeks the Lilly and the Roſe 
With ſweet Variety compoſe— 


Their 


heir 
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Their Necks, and Breaſts, and Hands, and 


Eyes, 

All with peculiar Charms ſurprize : 

While o'er the Sun-burnt Southern Dame 
The ſettled Hue appears the ſame : 

Or if a Bluſh her Cheeks o'erſpregd, 


It makes, at beſt, a gloomy Red.— 


With envious Eyes Nigritia views 
How Celia ev'ry Heart ſubdues; 
How many Breaſts Clarin4a warms, 
With unaffected, native Charms; 
While ſhe, unheeded, may reſort 
To Balls, to Plays, to Park, to Court ; 
While ſhe muſt hire, or ne'er muſt have, * 


Some broken Beau to ſeem her Slave. 


What ſhould ſhe do? Her Pride denies 
To leave contending for the Prize — 
Some nice Expedient mult be found, 
To make her ſtand on equal Ground— 
But what can Art? could Art avail, 
What Woman would of Beauty fail? 


Long in her Mind the lab'ring Thought, 
From Thing to Thing inceſſant wrought, 
Till, with Deſpair and Rage oppreſt, 

To Venus ſhe this Pray'r addreſt. i 
O Cy- 


[9] 


 OCyrherea, if thy Care 

Extend to Earth, thy Vot'ry hear! 
If 2riti Beauty come from thee, 
O Queen; ſuch Beauty grant to me ! 
O'er me-diffuſe that milky White! 
In me let all thoſe Charms unite! | 
So ſhall thy Altars daily ſmoke — 
80 J will ſtill thy Name invoke. 


She ſaid — propitious Venus heard — 


And quick as Thought her Doves appear d 


The Goddeſs, ſmiling from her Car, 
Return'd this Anſwer to the Pray'r,— 


yy Vows, O Mortal, reach our Ears, 


Lo Venus to thy Aid appears ! 

Learn here thy Wiſhes to fullfill --- 
This Note ſpall furnifp thee with Skill, 
(Then reaching forth her ſnowy Arm, 


She ſtoop'd, and gave the written Charm; 


This ſhort Receipt a Secret ſhows, 
Which yet no Earthly Beauty knows ; 


= 


Wyich makes me reign, the Queen of Love, 


O'er all the Deities above — 
This ſhall remove thy brown Diſgrace, 
And plant the Lilly in its Place; 


Shall 
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Shall make thee frine, ev I. James, 
A Rival of the faireft Dames.” 


But all thy Labour were in vain, 
T his Secret ſpoulu the Engliſh gain 
Take then this Counſel e er we part, 
From ev'ry Briton Hide thy Art; 
Thy Arr ſhould Britiſh Ladies know, 
T heir Charms would gain upon rhee ſo, 
'Twould make the ervy'd Diſtance more, 
Than ever had been known before. 
Vith high Diſaarn they'd look on thee, 
And equal, if not commer, me. 


So Venus ſpoke NMigritia N 


And round the Chariot Cupids croud— 


The bright Machine, with upward Flight, 


Soon bore the Goddeſs out of Sight. 
The Goddeſs gone already ! How ? 


And did Nigritia only bow? | 


She ſhould have facrific'd at leaſt— 
She made that Promiſe tis confeſt ; 
Eut when the Gods have given us Eaſe, 


We thank 'em yes juſt when we pleaſe. 0 


Nigritia wanted to be fair, 


Jo make her ſo came Venus there, 


- 


And 


Then read, and read, and read again. 


Call'd for her Glaſs --- had many a Peep 
Before ſhe took one wink of Sleep. 


[ 32 } 
And her Receipt unopen'd yet, 
Would it not make a Saint forget ? 


But, not to make my Tale prolix, 
Where we left off, again we ſix— 
Nigritia heard her out- with Pain, 


Took Coach, bought Drugs, pull'd out her 
Note, | 
Bought more, got all the Names by rote--- 
Came quickly home, prepar'd a Hall 
Waſh'd Face, Hands, Boſom, Neck and all-- 


To tell you how, from Time to Time, 
Her Charms increas'd, would cramp my Rime. 
In ſhort, ſhe ſoon became a Toaſt, 
Cloe's Diſgrace, Sir Fopling's Boaſt, 
Could make Hellario pine and fret, 
And act an abſolute Coquet: 
Nigritia was no more her Name, 
But Clara was the firft in Fame : 
Clara the beautiful and young, 
The Theme of ev'ry Poets Song. 


In Triumph long ſhe kept the Field, 
And to no mortal Fair would yield. 
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O were ſhe but immortal too, = 
Her Bounty Venus ſelf might rue! 
Ev'n now her Pride would hardly own 
The Goddeſs worthy of her Throne. 


But ſtronger Death the ſtrong Diſurms WAY 
And Death will raviſh Clara's Charms. 
This Truth, at laſt, a ſlow Diſeaſe 
Convinc'd her of, by juſt Drgrees. 

Now from her Cheeks the Roſe departs; 
Now fails her Empire ober Mens Hearts; 
The dreaded Pale ſtill paler grows; 
Till ſcarce-one Beau his Clara know 
Till Phyſic can no more befriend-— 


And all her Thoughts regard her End. 


Perplext, ſhe now revolves at large 
The Gift of Venus, and her Charge--- 
How could a dying Woman reft _ 

With ſuch a Secret in her Breaſt? 
It works, it throws, come forth it muſt--- 
The Queſtion was, who could ſhe Truſt? 


His Mother's Counſels Cupid knows, 
And often ſlyly dares oppoſe. 
'Twas now his Int'reſt fo to do, 
And Love his Int'reft will purſue. 


Exclude 
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Exclude the Engliſo ? Twas not right--- 
The Engliſh ? what, his chief Delight? 
My Mother's jealous now, thought he, 
But Mother this ſhall never be: 

This Ball the Bririſo Fair ſhall prove, 
Tho' thou loſe. Mars, and Juno Fove. 


So thought he flew to Clara's Bed, 
And with this Viſion fill'd her Head. 


She dream'd, how, preſt again with Grief, 
She pray'd to Venus for Relief; 

How to her Side the Goddeſs came, 

Her Form, her Port, her Smile the 5 80 


How, her Requeſt attentive heard, 
She ſpake theſe Words, and diſappear'd. 


Fair Mortal, tis our laſt Command, 
That Note be left in Lyon's Hand- 
Lyon to Venus ſhall be juſt, 

And well perform the ſacred Truſt. 


Soon as the Viſion leaves her Eyes, 
She ſends, gives the Receipt, and dies. 


Thus far had Cupid's Plot Succeſs, 
Thus much obtain'd--- he ſtrives no leſs 
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[35] 
The Heart of Lyon to enlarge, 
And make him light the Fair One's Charge-- 
The gen'rous Greek receives the Hint, 
And wonders much what Clara meant. 
What was the Engliſ Ladies“ Crime J 
Why ſhould ſhe envy them their Clime? 
In ſhort, he thought her Will unjuſt, 
And therefore 'twas no Breach of Truſt 
The choice Coſmetic to diffuſe ; 
And advertiſe it in the News. 


"Tis done--- The Papers 1. Week 
Proclaim the open-hearted Greek. 
The Greek, whoſe charitable Mind, 
(Tho' Venus Secrecy enjoin'd) 

Bids Beauties Empire ſtretch it's Bounds, 
And take in all the Sun ſurrounds ; 
Nor from the Britons will confine, _ 

= What makes em ſtill Superiour ſhine, 
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Henceforth, the dark Heſperian Dames 
Shall learn to kindle brighter Flames; 
And Nymphs from Thirty Five Degrees, 
= Remov'd, at Fifty Two ſhall pleaſe.— 
The i gb bali of Jeruſ alem 
Shall riſe in ev'ry one's Eſteem : 

And ev'ry Britiſh Beauty vie 
Wich Thoſe who ſhine above the Sky.—— 
ROBIN 
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ROBIN and. NAN. 1 Ballad. 


AN was Robi s Fellow - Servant, = 
She could Milk, and he could plough : H. 
Robin's Love to Nun was fervent, 
But the Damſel would not bow. 3 
| VN. 
In the Field, or in the Meadow, 3 
Whereſoe er ſhe Daily went, Ss 
Robin follow'd like her Shadow, 5 
All to give his Paſſion vent. | 
Re 
Whatſoe ver Nan was doing, | 
Robin would his Time improve, Br. 
And, his main Deſign purſuing, a 
Make ſome Simile in Love. 
Why, quoth Robin, cruel Maiden, 0 ” 
Doſt thou thus diſtract my Mind? 12 
Heavens grant thou art not paid in 5 N 


Thy own unrelenting Kind! 
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See, fair Maid, each living Creature, 
Only ſtuborn-hearted thou, 

Do as all are taught by Nature, 
And to Love's Dominion bow ! 


Long his Paſſion Nan reſiſted, 
And had always kept her Hold, 

Had not Fortune once aſſiſted —— 
Fortune always helps the Bolli. 


Nan would go to Bed as uſual, 

= Robin too would march that Way, 
When her Door made ſtout Refuſal, 

: Dame forgot, and took the Key. 


Robin, proud of this Occaſion, 
All his former Hopes to crown, 
Brought the Maid, with fair Perſwaſion, 
On his Threſhold to fit down. 


Now, ſaid he, my pretty Blowzy, 
Let us love and never fear 
Dame, you know, 1s always drowſy, 


We may talk and ſhe not hear, 


8 Ay, 
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Ay, quoth Nau, but ſhould my Maſter, 
I could never face him more ; 
Therefore, to prevent Diſaſter, 
We'll go in, and ſhut the Door. —— 


I hus one lucky Minute doing 
All the mighty Work of Love, 
Tyer after, Saus more wootng, 


gol and Nan were Hand and Glove. 


Which 


fa I Coeli 


AMELTI 4. A Song. 


HET Sella boaſt how many die, 
a Pierc'd thro' with Arrows from her Eye; 
et graceful Celia's Shape and Mein 
Deer fifty Hearts confirm her Queen ; 
. L1c1i4 wounds us with her Wit, 
nd gains a Conqueſt more compleat ; 8 
Dur Paſſions all to her ſubmit. 


A Face, or Form, may move Deſire, 

Wc: kindle but a ſenſual Fire: 

is Wit alone that can controul 

he judgment, and enſlave the Soul; 

an make that Part Anelia's Prize, 

hich ſoars above the Charm that lies 8 
Wn Celia's Form, or Stella's Eyes. 
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$ICETTTICTISTEESITTCTTY 
To AMELIA, upon her askin 


whom 1 2 in the foregoing 
Lines. 


\ HEN fair Narciſſus, in the liquid Glakf 
Saw the Reflection of his lovely Pace, 
Unconſcious how by Nature form'd to pleaſe, 
He thought another's Charms what only flow“ 
from his. 


So, in your beautous Mind, what you poſlely 
Joo negligent to know, too modeſt to confeſs, i 
When, in my Verſe, your Likeneſs you ad mie 
You ask whoſe Picture 'tis that ſets your Sou : 

on Fire, ; 
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THOMAS and SUSAN, 
Joy d 
S FUE oft” had complain'd to young T homas 
before, 
Of kicking her Ankles, and making them ſore. 
ace When Tom took Occaſion one Day to intrude 
ae So far, that in carneſt ſhe told him 'twas rude-- 
gon“ W Tuſh, tuſh, cry'd the Swain, prithee, don't 
5 be faint-hearted: 

All Things that are quarrelſome, Sue, ſhould 
oſſell be parted. 


5 
nteſs, 
{mire 


| | 
r Sou = 


Glak 


7 
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To CLOE, Embracing. 


FT ove, they ſay, deſcended from above, 
And to his Arms receiv'd ſome mortal 


Love: 
Once let his Godſhip's Rule inverted be; 


Let mortal Arms encloſe Divinity. 
eee 
On Mr. WALLER. 


I ALLER was noble, rich, polite, and 
young: 

Yet Sidney ſlighted him, becauſe he ſung: 

To ſmall Succeſs in Love great Wits are born; 

Superiour Worth when did not Woman ſcorn? 


\ 


To 


To SYLVIA 


tal i SF? LT IT A, forbear the Youth to blame, 
Who would have fain with you been bleſs'd 
The Youth who realy felt a Flame, 
Strong as the Words in which expreſs'd ; 
Who than your Wiſhes could have been more 


2 


7 kind, 
. And ſo remain'd as long as Love could bind. 


Well you remember how he ſtrove, 
How at your Feet he ſighing lay, 
How many Times you ſcorn'd his Love, 
E'er he receiv'd the dreadful Nay : 
But Fire itſelf, againſt a Marble Stone, 
Will by Degrees do as his Love has done, 


ind 


1? WM Had but your Lips or Eyes betray'd 

A Heartinclin'd to yield at length, 

Like Soldiers, when a Breach is made, 

q He had renew'd his half ſpent Strength, 
But two long Years to lie entrench'd in vain, 
What Gen'ral would a longer Siege maintain? 


T he 
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What new, what odd Senſations, 
O what glowing Inclinations, 
Tronble all my Virgin Frame ! 
Gentle Cupid come and caſe me 
Quickly ſend ſome Vouth to pleaſe me! 
Sire us both an equal Flame! 


Huntreſs of the Woods and Vallics, 

Pardon Nature's artleſs Sallics ! 
Witneſs all my Thoughts are pure ! 

Pardon, while I ſeek and cheriſh 

Mutual Flames that ne'er can periſh ! 
Love that ever will endure ! 


Gentle Cupid come and eaſe me! 
Send the Youth deſign'd to pleaſe me! ] 
Send and teach our Hearts to join! 
To my Wiſhes form thy Creature! ( 
Give, O give him much good Nature, | 
1 


And a Soul as true as Mine! 


50 STREPHON WD * 
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STREPHON'%s Complaint. 


sf WAS when prevailing Night had ſpread 
Her fable Mantle o'er the Earth; 
The Tulip clos'd his painted Head, 

Waiting next Morn a gayer Birth ; | 
No other Noiſe was heard while Srrephon ſung ; 
Theſe were the Words with which his Accents 

rung, 


While, in Clarinda's Arms enclos'd, 

Like more than Mortal Damon lies; 
While, on her ſnowy Breaſts repos'd, 

In ſoftly melting Raptures dies ; 
Ye Nymphs and Nereids hear a Youth complain, 
Who long Clarinda lov'd, but lov'd in vain! 


Kindly at firſt ſhe ſeem'd to bend; 

And long return'd me Sigh for Sigh ; 
Choſe out the Nay my Pains to end ; 

And the too ſloathful Day drew nigh ; 
I to my Wiſhes gave their utmoſt Flight. 
Sure to enjoy them all the following Night. 


Damon 


Then curſt be all the Sex 


464 


Damon 8 a Week before, 
And with rich Preſents ſooth'd her Pride; j 


4 i Told her how much he had in Store; 


She play'd the Woman and comply'd : 
* 9 fond 


Heart 


Could wiſh Clarinda of the Sex no Part. 


Beneath a ef Willow Shade, = 
Hard by a murm'ring River's Side, 


Thus his Complaint young Srephon made, 


Till with Exceſs of Grief he dy'd 
Tilhall along the Banks, and thro' the Glade, 
Eccho his laſt, h is parung Sigh convey'd. 
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FLORINDA and AMELIA. 


F OR INA, fond our Hearts to move, 


Forth all at once her Art will call: 
"Tis at firit Sight ſhe gains your Love, 
Or ſhe can ne'er diſturb at all. 


Not ſo divine Amelia tries, 
Nor of ſuch Conqueſts would ſhe boaſt ; 
She knows what's taken by Surprize, 
May by the next Surprize be loſt. 


She, with a ſofter, cafier Grace, 
Kindles at firſt a gentle Fire; 

But whenſoe'er you ſee her Face, 
You may perceive it blazing higher. 


What makes me love the laſt of theſe, 
Would do the ſame were both poſleſt ; 
Anmelia's Charms would always pleaſe, 


Florinaga's Artat firſt be belt. 


To 


484 


To FLORINDA. 


HIN K not, Florinda, your Diſdain 
Shall make me ſeel one Moment's Pain: 
I to the conſtant could be true, 

But can deſpiſe the ſcornful too. 


What tho' I talk'd of Flames and Darts, 


Such common Cant could ne'er have mov 4 
A Thing leſs vain to think I lov'd. 


Tis true, your Slave I could have been, 
Thro' your Diſguiſe had I not ſeen ; 

But then I had pretended 28. 

Who feels the moſt can leaſt expreſs. 


Nor are you wrong d ] ſtrove to cheat 
The artful Jilt, the vain Coquet ; 

And, while you glory to be ſuch, 

Jou ne'er can be decciv'd too much. 


odd edcadcvtodg 


Of Racks and Tortures, Pains and Smarts; 


Tho' now he ſwells as much as you. 
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Thoſe Arts which you ſo ſondiy prize 
Loſe all the Conqueſts of your Eyes; . 
'T'is not enonygh we once admire 
True Love's a ſteady, mutual Fire. 


This gen'rous Paſſion could you know, 


Be more in Truth, and leſs in Show, 
You ſtill might find your Damon true, 


E The 


The Judgment of VENUS. 


T HE Queen of Love was lately ſcen, 

| In all her State, on Berhnal Green 
The little Cxpids, waiting round, 

Pitch'd her Pavilion on the Ground. 


The News that 17a's Queen was near 
Reach'd each contending Beauty's Ear: 
From all the Hamlets round they pour, 
St. James's could not furniſh more. 


Where Anna's Zeal, and George's Care, 
Bid a new Church * her Honours rear, 
Thence Celia came, the fair and young, 
Attended by a num'rous Throng. 


A while the Goddeſs view'd the Croud —— 
Each was importunate and loud ; 
Celia alone no Forces tries, 
But thoſe which Nature gave her Eyes. 


* Spittle-Fields. 
The 


E 


The Queen, unable to decide. 
Cries, Be your ſep'rate Merits try'd——- 

In comely Order ſtrait they move; 

Each led by ſome officious Love. 


At laſt, array'd in ev'ry Grace, 
With careleſs Air, and eaſy Pace, 
The envy'd, honour'd Celia came, 
While ſmiling Cupids own'd the Dame. 


Confounded, Venus left her Throne — 
Fair Mortal, take, ſaid ſhe, your own. 
By Heav'n your Sov'reignty's contelt, 
Do you decide among the reſt, 


The 
Phe * 


The SEQUEL. 


W HEN Cytherea came to ſce 
What Beauties dwelt below, 
Celia ſhe ſaid ſhall Sov'reign be, 
Cupid was call'd; and charg'd that he 
Should guard her with his Bow. 


At firſt unhurt her Charms I ſaw, 
Yet own'd her heav'nly fair, 

But Cupid ſoon produc'd the Law, 

Took up his Bow, and ſwore he'd draw, 4 
If I ſtood gaaing' there. I 


Doft think, quoth I, that I'm afraid 
Of what thy Dart can do ? 
My Heart ſhall never be hetray'd 
To any falſe deſigning Maid 
Woman cannot be true, 


* 


= 
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Villain, ſaid he, and doſt thou dare 

My Godhead thus provoke ? 
Know, fince thou doſt, I will not ſpare 
Rebel to Love, have at thee there 

Nor was't in vain he ſpoke. 


At once my Heart transfixt I found—— 

O who can tell the Pain! 

5 Then, with a light, inſulting Bound, 

The God came near, and view'd my W ound, 
Now mock, ſaid he, again. a 


I told the Fair my ſad Diſeaſe; 

* Che thus herſelf expreſt; 

Lis not for me to give you Eaſe, 

A ©yeen mult reign, and tho⁰ĩujls pleaſe, 


Not be by one po ſſeſt. 


BUCHANAN's 


lair, 
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BUCHANAN's Ruſticus. 


"1 WAS cold, and young Roger had Leave 
from the 'Squire 
To cleave ſome dry Blocks to recruit his Wite's 
| | Fire ; Fe 
When, at every Blow, from his Stomach there 
broke | 3 
A Hem, or a Hah, near as loud as the Stroke. 


7 


5 


5 
3 


His Wife ſtanding by, and demanding the 

Reaſon, . 

Quoth Hodge, theſe Emiſſions in labouring 
ceaſe one: | 

For while Voice and Members at once thus em- 
Fploy'd . 

1 drive the Wedge further, and make the Slit 

wider. | 


Attentive Joan heard, and was filent *tll 
| Night, | 
When Roger performing the conjugal Rite, 
Ia the midſt of the rapturous, amorous Game, 
She pinch'd him, and pull'd him, and bid him 
cry Hemm Hoage 


l 


Hodge knew what ſlie meant, but unable 
to give n | 
A Comfort ſo long as his Spouſe could receive; 
He cry'd, my Dear Jewel, I can Hem no. 
more in; | 


There's Odds you muſt know between cleaving 
and boring. 
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To Mr, P---- Diſtiller, at bis 
Shop- Door. 


V / HEN Alatihero ſtood, as you may now 
At the Receipt of Cuſtom; 


Peter came by, Mar made a Bow, 
And told the Saint he'd truſt him, 


What Liquor does thy Houſe afford? 
Says Mat, good Roman Gin, Sir — 
Quoth Peter, Matthew hear my Word, 
And leave this Courſe of Sin, Sir. 


Gin's fit for Infidels and Jes; 
No others in thy Shop are; 
Illuminating Sack diffuſe, 

For G- y- Teachers proper. 


Believe me Friend, the ſame good Sort 
Is fit Jor Prieſts and Poets: 

And thoſe who Peter's Maxim thwart, 
Are little Wits, or no Wits. 


To 


* 
4 edn A 
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ECAC SRCEEDR 
To AMELIA. An Epiſile. 


Maran, 


CCEPT this Billetdoux ; 
Tis meant in earneſt, and to you 
Believe for once what's writ in Rhime, 
And pardon my preſumptuous Crime. 


The Proverb ſays, Tis wrong to ſport 
With what may give a ſerious Hurt; 
And Men below, and Gods above, 

All own th' Omnipotence of Love—— 
Love, long the Subject of my Jeſt, 

But now the Tyrant of my Breaſt, 

But now enabled to controul, 

As thy Vice-gerent, all my Soul... 


"Twas at my Aunts one Ev'ning late 
Upon thy Knees the Rover ſate 
Too well he knew me for his Foe! 

* Too ſoon defign'd my Overthrow ! 
As thick as Hail his Arrows came—— 


All over I began to flame ; 
For 


£89: ] 
For Cupia's Darts (I find it true) 
Not only wound, but burn us too. 


Say Muſe, what Points thoſe Arrows bore, 
Which did what none could do before ? 
When Cloe deſtin'd is to ſway, 

Love from her Eyes purloins a Ray — 
When Myra's Pow'r ſome Youth muſt know, 
He with her Girdle ſtrings his Bow —— 

Ah, had he only us'd ſuch Arms | 

On me, who ſought more laſting Charms ! 
But when he ſhot Amelia's Words, 

I felt worſe than a thouſand Swords. 


O couldſt thou, in thy Breaſt, defign 
A Paſſion to reſſemble mine, 

The bare [fea on thy Mind 
Would leave a laſting Mark behind —— 
O think Amelia what I felt 
When firſt my Soul began to melt ! 

I ſaw a Troop of Cupids Frisk 

On every Card you play'd at Whisx 
Then firſt I wiſh'd a Gameſter's Skill, 

To cut an Ace when thou ſhould'ſt deal 
Then ev'ry pleaſing Way I fought 

To recommend me to thy I hought. 


Let 
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Let Fancy ſcign ! let Pity gueſs ! 
For what, alas, can Words expreſs ? 
bu Judgment and my Flame agree, 

And all my Wiſhes mount to thee ; 


To thee, from whom alone muſt flow 
* laſting Bliſs, or laſting Woe. 
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Another to the _ 
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My Dx An, 


S thoſe who ask Relief, 

By Letter Patent, call'd a Brief, 
Their broken Fortunes to recruit, 
Firſt ſtate their Caſe, then make their Suit: Cl 
So in the laſt, or firſt, I ſent, . 
(By either Word the ſame is meant) Le 
As I deſcrib'd'my fad Diſaſter, | 
This comes to beg a proper Plaiſter. | 


And, as when People firſt grow fad, 
Preparative to running mad, 
No Med'cine in the World can hit em 
Like Liver of the Dog that bit 'em : 
So whence th' Infection firſt I drew, 
My Cure muſt come, that is from you; 
If therefore you'll but condeſcend 
This once for all to ſtand my Friend, 
The Remedy will eaſy be 
*Tis but t'apply yourſelf to me. 


J 


WALLS 
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Let not my Metaphors affront, 
Becauſe I bring them out ſo blunt 
Woman to Man, and Man to Woman, 
Are Applications very common; 
And ev'ry Body knows, they prove 
The moſt effectual ones in Love. 


This is, in brief, my whole Requeſt, 
And, as the feweit Words are beſt, 
If on your Side the Bargain's made, 
Let ev'ry Man enjoy his Trade 
Let ſome Sir Crape our Buſ'neſs do; 
Clap you to me, and me to you 
To which, if quickly you conſent, . 
You take him right, who wrong ne'cr meant: 
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Hymn to St. AGNES 


OLY Agnes, ever bleſt, 

Hear 4 mortal Youth's Requeſt ; 
Let this Night propitious prove 
To my Wrikes, and to Love! 


Fair Amelia at thy Shrine 
Spends this Feſtival divine ; 
From polluting Viands free, 
Even from her fav'rite Tea. 


Thou, nor any Saint above, 
Ne'er more Piety could prove; 
Ne'er with more Devotion paſt 
Any ſolemn annual Faſt. 


Liſten to Amelia's Vows ! 
Make her very ſoon a Spouſe ! 
Let this Night hefore her bring 
Him, who may deſpiſe a King! 


Round 
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Round her Bed let Cupids ſtand ! 
Let them join her to his Hande“ 
j O that I the Youth might name ! g 
Love ſhall do it — I is the ſame. 


Hear me Virgin ever- bleſt! 
Kindly hear a Youth's Requeſt! 
| Let this Night propitious prove 
To my Wilkes, and to Love! 


For 
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For a Picture of SAUL conſulting 7. 
the Witch of Endor. | 


W HIL E gloomy Horror vails the guilty W C 


Place, | 3 

And conſcious Dread appears on ev'ry Face; But 
While ſmoaking Incenſe moves the Shade i; 
below, | For 
And the pale Sorc'reſs bodes impending Woe; ll Tha 
To Saul, of Heav'n forſaken for his Crimes, Li foe 
In lawleſs Ways exploring future Times, | And 
Sce the dead Prophets rev'rend Form aſcend! In ſo 
his Burſt of Thunder deſtin'd where to ſpend vou 
"1M Or, 

Why doſt thou, Wretch, aifturv my af Dear 

G hoſt, © It 4 

Ty hear'ef Schprre, Life; and Children loſt? If thi 
To- morroꝛe's Sun ſoall ſee, Ly Fate 4e. vine, | Wher 
ye Kingdom David's, and Deſtruction thine Muſt 
Per; 
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To CLOE. An Epiſtle. Original 
in its Kind. | 


LOE, this comes to let you know 
With me your Slave how Matters go 
& But oh, what Words contain the Force! _ 
$ Tis cold, to ſay they ne'er were worſe——— 
For Buſ'neſs I am no more fit 
| Than powder'd Fop, or penſion'd Wit: 
'S, [feed not as I us'd to do; 
| | And if I Slcep I dream of you. 
end! In ſober ſadneſs I'm ſo bad, 
pen. BW You muſt be kind, or I run mad; 
| Or, what's ſtill worſe, my Heart will break, 
a Dear cruel Coe, for thy Sake. 
If this wont move a Heart of Flint, 
loſt: If this be'nt Love, the Devil's in't; 
e, Wben you, or Bedlam, or the Grave, 
bine >Muſt your poor, pining Suppliant have! 


Perhaps you'll ſay, you want to know 
What ſort of Kindneſs you mult ho 
| Why 


mY 


Why Honey, you as much may gueſs, 
Or more, than I may care t'cxprels 
However, if I muſt be free, 


Mind what I ſay, and gen'rous be. 
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You're not ſo young but you have felt 
Your Boſom heave, and Spirits melt; f 
Thought what your Parents did before; I 
Been ſure of much, and gueſs'd at more—— WF I 
You know, when Hands and Hearts combine, 
"Tis but that — Something clſe may join; 
That this is what we Suitors want, 

With all our whining „formal Cant: 
And, whatſoever . pretend, 
When Women yield, 'tis for this End. — 


And muſt I tell yon, after this, 
That I purſue this mutual Bliſs ? 
The Bliſs which you have long'd to try, 
I dare to ſay, as much as I? 
If not for mine, for your own Sake, 
Bleſs me with what you mult partake ! 


But, leaſt you ſhould miſconſtrue here, 
II juſt explain myſelf, my Dear — 
I would not lead your Mind aſtray: 

I mean, in matrimonial Way: 


Let 


Le 
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Let Band and Caſſock | join us firſt—— 
17 love you duly— come the worft—— 
Cloe, you ſee I muſt be — 
If then you pity all my Pai 
And can, and will, redreſs my Woe, 
Say yes at once,—if. not, fay no—— 
If you'll be marry'd, I'm your Man— 
It not I muſt — how. I can 


Says Cupid, you ſhall * her ſtil 
Then one Word more I muſt and will 
At leaſt, may this be not in vain! Ah 
If Rival Youths you entertain; 

And if, without Remorſe of Mind, 
To more than one you can be kind; 
If Change of Diſhes pleaſe you beſt; 
Let me be ſery'd among the _— 
But if to neither you'll agree, 

This Billet burn, and pardon me. 


- 
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A Fragment. 


N Cloe's Chamber, ſhe and I 

Together ſate, no Creature nigh 
The Time and Place combin'd to move 
A Longing for the Joys of Love 
I figh'd, and kiſs'd, and preſs'd her Hand 
Did all — to make her underſtand 
She, pretty, tender-hearted Creature, 
Obey'd the Dictates of good Nature, 8 
As far as Modeſty would let her — 
A melting Virgin ſeldom Speaks, 
But with her Breaſts, and Eyes, and Checks: : 
Nor was it hard from theſe to find 
That Cloe had almoſt — — a Mind 
Thus far 'twas well, but to proceed, 
What ſhould I do? —Grow bold I did — 
At laſt ſhe falter'd, what would'ſt have? 
Your Love ſaid I, or elſe my Grave. 
Suppoſe it were the firlt, quoth ſhe, 
Could you for ever conſtant be ? 
For ever ? Cloe, by thoſe Eyes, 
Thoſe Bubbics which fo fall and riſe, 


By 


I 


A) 
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By all that's ſoft, and all that's fair, 
By your whole ſacred ſelf, I ſwear, 
Your fondeſt Wiſhes ne'er ſhall crave 
So conſtant, ſo compleat a Slave! 
Damon, you know too well the Art, 
She fighing ſaid, to reach my Heart! 
Jet oh! I can't, I won't comply 
Why wall you preſs ? Dear Damon why? 


Deſunt Cætera. 
For Cloe coming in one Day, 


As on my Desk the Copy ay 
What means this rhiming Fool? ſhe cries, 


f 


May ſome Folks may believe theſe Lies! 


So on the Flame fhe threw the Sheet—— 
1 burn's my Hand to ſave this Bit. 


WOMAN's 
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WOM AN*s Weal-ſide. A Toh. 


HEN Inclination ſtrongly teizes, 
Which End ſoecver firſt it ſeizes, 
O'er the whole Mortal 'twill prevail: 
Tho' neꝰer ſo ſure as in the Tail. 
Here it maintains a conſtant Party; 

J he outward Members all are hearty ; 
Queen Ungerffanding quits her Scat; 
Reaſon and Judgment ſound Retreat; 
While Fancy takes Frank Osborn's Part, 
To diſh the Action out with Art. 


A Widow Prude had often ſwore 


No Breeches ſhould approach her more: 
Had often prov'd that ſecond Marriage 


And always told them of their Sin, 
When Widows would be Wives agen —— 
Women, who'd thus themſelves abuſe, 


Let her alone to throw the Stones—- 
If *twere but Law ——ſhe'd make no Bones. 


Long had ſhe led a Life demure, 


Was ten times worſe than Maid's Miſcarriage : 


Should die, ſhe thought, like Harlot Zew's— 


Of her good Character ſecure, When 
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When calling up her Servant Neg, 
She frown'd upon him firſt, then ſaid —— 


Shame of my Houſe ! I underſtand, 
| From a good creditable Hand, 
| Thar ou? and T1/abell my Maid 
Drive an abominable Trade! 
But t'other Day you both were ſeen 
A doing you know what I mean: 
The Story, Knave, begins to ring 
In ev'ry Ear — a pretty Thing! 
On me the Scandal's like to fix, 
And G—d knows I abhor ſuch Tricks! 
were better, Sirrah, you were dead, 
Than ſuch a Falſhood ſhould be ſpread! 


Ned lar d with all the Eyes he had, 
And thought the Gentlewoman mad — 
"Twas known that Jabęll and he 
Could never in their Lives agree 
And whence, and how this Charge ſhould "y 
He could not, for his Soul, deviſe 
Yet recollekting all his Strength, 
He bow'd, and thus reply'd— at length 


Madam, whoc'er this Tale might foſter 
As ſure as Satan dwells in Glaſter, 


Tis 
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Tis all maliciouſly defign'd 

Againſt poor Ned to turn your Mind 
For ſo may Heay'n my Wants ſupply, 
As ev'ry Tittle proves a Lie ! 

Yet, with Submiſſion, if *twere true, 
Methinks, *tis ſomething odd that you, 
Whoſe Life's a Pattern A Times, 
Should fear a Scandal from my Crimes IR 


Scarce had he ſpoke, when all in Tears, 
Wich blubber'd Cheeks, the Dame appears: 


She ſighs, ſhe ſobs, ſhe wipes her Eyes, 
And in pathetic Accents cries 


Alas! dear Nez, 5H Times are thefe! 
I long for Death, if Heav'n would pleaſe! 
This wicked World, how I abhor it! 
Would I could have a better for it! 
My Husband—— Ah that deareſt Man! 
Forget his Love I never can —— 
He took {ſuch Care of my good Name! 
And put all ſlanderous Tongucs to Shame! 
But ah ! he's dead! Here Grief amain 
Came bubbling up, and ſtopt the Strain 


Ned was no Fool, he ſaw his Cue, 
And how to uſe good Fortune knew—— |, 


Old 
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Old Opportunity at Hand, 

He ſeiz'd the Lock, and bid him ſtand 
Urg'd of what Uſe a Husband was, 

To vindicate a Woman's Cauſe ;! 
Exclaim'd againſt the fland'rous Ape, 
And ſwore he could his Soul engage 

That Madam was ſo free from Fault, 

She ne'er ſo much as ſin'd in Thought: 
Vowing he'd loſe each Drop of Blood, 

To make that juſt Aſſertion good. 


This Logic, which well pleas'd the Dame, 
At the ſame Time eludes her Shame: 
A Husband for a Husband's Sake, 
Was what ſhe'd ne' er conſent to take; 
Let as the Age was ſo cenſorious, 
And Nea's Propoſals were ſo glorious, 
She thought 'twas beſt to take upon her 
A ſecond Guardian of her Honour. 


(; | The 
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The ELBOW. CHAIR. A Take, 


| F O LKS that are wickedly inclin'd 
Are not to Modes of Vice confin'd 

Sir Roger with his Glaſs gets drunk, 

His Butler ſucks it thro' a Trunk: 

So Women of the Town reſort 

As well to Paul's, as to the Court— 

Tis not the Inſtrument or Place, 

But only Peoples Want of Grace. 


To ſet this Thought in proper Light, 
One ſhort Example T1] recite. 
Dear R, pardon, if to thee 
Ot little Uſe ſuch Stories be ; 
Who know'ſt of ſinning Faſhions plenty, 


And for one Tale canſt tell me Twenty 


Sir Ralph, a Debauchee of Fame, 
Had almoſt waſted all his Flame— 
Which tho' his Helpmate found too true, 
His am'rous Caſt ſo well ſhe knew, 


That 


hs 


* 


754 
That ſhe was ne'ertheleſs afraid 
He'd ſtill be piddling with her Maid 
A Mind, ſhe thought, ſo us'd to roam, 
Would ramble ſtill, tho' nearer home: 
And therefore, to prevent him there, 
She always took peculiar Care, 
That, whatſoever Betty did, 
They ne'er ſhould meet too near a Bed 
The curſed Bed was all ſhe fear'd; 
Ot other Engine ſhe ne'er heard. 


No Viſit would Cautilla pay, 
No Pleaſure take, by Night or Day, 
But all the Beds were made before, 
And ſhe lock'd ev'ry Chamber Door 
Her Dreſſing- Room ſhe never heeded ; 


There they might go for what they needed; 


| Nay, ſhe could truſt 'em any where, 
| Provided ſtill no Bed was near 


And, as all Humankind is frail, 
And the moſt watchful once may fail; 


| As all we do may fruitleſs prove, 


ithout a Bleſſing from above, 


| She daily, at her Elbow-Chair, 
| Pnt up for him a ſep'rate Pray 'r, 
That Heav'n would pleaſe to turn his Heart, 

And make him froth the Fleſh depart— 


G 2 


Nor 
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Nor did ſhe muſs, at proper Times, 
To blacken all bad Women's Crimes; 
And very gravely talk to Betty, 
(Who, by the Way, was young and pany) 
Of Chaſtity, and what a Sin 


It was for Maids to let Men in 


I know, to make my Tale compleat, 
Two hundred Lines are wanting yet 
(Containing all Sir Ralpho's Batteries, 
As Preſents, Vows, Intrigues, and Flatteries; 
How Betty came at laſt to yield; 
How long her Maſter kept the F icld) 
But La Fontaine is fometimes {ſhort ; 
And, having ſuch a Pattern for't, 
As my Deſign requires no more, 
I'll finiſh with about a Score—— 


The Pious always can't prevail, 
Temptation s ſtrong, and Fleſh is frail; 
In vain are all Cautilla' s Cares; 

In vain her Precepts, and her pray rs; 
Betty grows fat, or elſe tis worſe, 

My - Lady taxes her of courſe 
What Zettw, has your Maſter done it ?] 

Yes! Perry's Tears and Tremblings own it— 


You 


t— 


Tou 


Pray, could ſhe take away the Floor? 


1 


You ſawcy Baggage, how came this? 
Upon what Bed pray, did he kiſs? 
Speak Huſſy, where had you the Key? 
When did he do it? ſpeak I ſay 


You lie with Men! you Slut you! Fie! 
1 never dil — You Whore, you lie! 


N T was ſitting-— Sitting! where? 
Dear Madam, in your Elbow-Chatr ems 


hope the T eſis I maintain, 
By this Time, may be pretty plain 


Could any human Means avail, 
In what did poor Cautilla fail? 


You'll ſay, ſhe ſhould have took more Care, 


| And not have left her Elbow-Charr—— }. 


What then? was there no Method more? 


She might have ſtaid at Home—— ſhe might, 


hut could not they have took a Phght? 
| Friend, had ſhe known as much as you, 
| I'll warrant they'd have made it do 


Lou have, perhaps, a wiſer Wife 
Did you ne'er cheat her in your Life? 
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MEFROCLES, or, the Force of * 
Fancy, A Tale 


AN Orater was Whilom. famous, 
Says ſage Eraſmus Roterodamus: 
The Place, he gives us Room to gueſs, 
Was Thebes-- what in Baotia? yes — 
Why not? Eraſmus finely writ 
And have we no Hibernian Wit; 


How many Cauſes he had pleaded, 
How oft' had fail'd, how oft' ſucceeded, 
Our Author does not ſet before ye: 

But here begins his genuine Story, 


One luckleſs Hay, the Roſtrum mounted, 
His Topics having firſt recounted, 


Mellifluous Metrocles (for thus 

His Name and Fame deſcends to us) 
Was levelling at the deſtin'd Paſſion, 

With all the Force of Declamation; 


Whey 


WE 

When whether, ſtraining Points to high, 
The Strings of Eloquence might fly ; 

Or whether Wit, in Form of Wind, 
Broke forth, impatient, from behind ; 
What Folks in Engliſh call a F—r 
Adds a new Figure to his Art. 


Is 1t not ſtrange the Mouth below 
guch Force of Argument ſhould ſhow, 
As quite to filence that above, 
And more profound Attention move ? 
While the fixt Audience fimpering gaz'd, 
At once diverted, and amaz'd, 
The rev'rend Man deſcends the Place; 
(His Blood collected in his Face) 
Goes home, and fairly takes his Bed 
A thouſand Whimſies in his Head: 
Still the dire Crack ſounds in his Ear, 
Such publick Shame what Front could bear ? 


Wiſe Doctor Crates hears the Caſe, 
( "Twas quickly nois'd all o'er the Place,) 
Twas his the Patriot to reſtore, 
And raiſe the Advocate once more— 
The Caſe demands his utmoſt Art, 
And prompt Invention plays her Part : 
Conceit muſt give the Patient Eaſe, 


Where Fancy feeds the whole Difeaſe. 
hen N | | In 


[ So ] 
In all his Catalogue, to find 

The Simple moſt replete with Wind, 

He now applies Lupines are found 
To force the loudeſt downward Sound 
He cats a Belly-full of theſe, 

And goes to viſit Merrocles. 

The gloomy Wight was all in Tears, 
Depreſt, and hipt o'er Head and Ears. 


Your Servant Sir Sir yours— were over, 
When Crates beg'd him to diſcover 
What kept ſo great a Man confin d ; 
"T'was anſwer'd ſoon Exceſs of Wind, 
Which work' d it's Way to that Degree, 
No Mortal did ſuch Things as he. 


Is that, quoth Crates, all the Matter ? 
Sure you have never ſtudied Nature ! 
Did not the Godhead ſo create us, 
That Life depends upon a Flaztys ? 

And Wind impriſon'd muſt be treed, 
Or *twere a Miracle indeed! 

(Mean while the Lupines, inly pent, 
Repeated Vollies backward ſent) 
Obſerve but me! I ſtrive in vain 
The Courſe of Nature to reſtrain ! 

I never talk without as much— 


The Caſe with all the Healthy's ſuch, | 


Crates 


Es 


F 
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Crates was ſo reterd a Name, 


His Words were Laws where'er he came: 
His Friend receiv'd the Ipſe dixit, 


And in his Soul took care to fix it: 


Believ'd, and in the publick Forum, 
Prov'd breaking Wind preſerv'd Decorum : 
Apologiz'd for his deſerting, 

And wrote the Benefit of F---ting. 


Authority and Cuſtom then 
Govern'd, as now, the Souls of Men—— 
The Speaker influenc'd the Nation, 
And F—7ing ſoon was all the Faſhion, 


[': 


. 


© 7 N \ 
LINE 3 


The TEA OT A: 114 
: To MIR A. 


HE Day was come, the Morning fine, 
You, Madam, promis'd us at Nine; 
Fames roſe at Six, and ſtruck a Light, 
Mop'd o'er his Room, ſet all Things right; 
Then clean'd my Shoes, and bid me rife. 
I gap'd, and ſtretch'd, a rub'd my Eyes— 
For Shame! ſaid he, what lic *till Noon? 
Why Mira will be coming ſoon 
Get up and blow, whule I fetch Tea, 
The Room's all over wet, you ſee! 
Dear me, ſhould Mira find it thus, 
She'd ſcold, and fret, and make ſuch Puls ! 


Well, up got I, and down goes Jem, 
Buys Sugar, Butter, Tea, and Cream, 
Comes back, and finds me making Rhime— 
Bleſs us! you don't regard the Time! 

How can you fit in all your Dirt ? 


Get ſhay'd, and waſh'd, and put on your $hirt-- 
| It 


"SJ 


It 


3] 
It wants but half an Hour The Deuce 
It don't! quoth I, dear James, a Truce 
L- d, I was writing Verſes on her— 
Verſes ? Do ſomething eNe upon her! 
Believe me, Zohn, tis downright Dreaming; 
There's better Ways of pleafing Women. 


The Clock ſtruck Nine, the Water boild, 
The Cups were rins'd, the Board was pil'd ; 
Zames borrow'd Landlady's new Pot, 

And Store of Bread and Butter cut——— 

In ſhort, the Equipage was ready, 

But not a Tittle of the Lady 

What ſhould we do? why, wait 'till Ten 
Well, fo we did no Mira then 

What now ? now drink the Tea without her, 
And vex ourſelves no more about her. 


Agreed —— James manages the Matter, 
Pours out the Tea, pours in the Water 
Six Cups a piece both Taſt and Hue 


Permit, once more, at leaſt, to brew—— 


Thought James, we'll leave no Strength be. 


hind, 
So fills the Tea· pot to his Mind, 
The Tea-pot, you muſt know, was Mettle) 


Then decently takes off the Kettle, 


Aud 
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And ſets, where likelieſt to perform it, 


You 
The deſtin'd Utenfil to warm 1t. Py 
| The 
Misfortunes now come a great Pace on, T7 2 
James turns about, and breaks a Baſon; They 
Mean while the Fire becomes too hot Wh 
For Landlady's ill-fated Pot. 
He 
All leſſer Paſſions yield to greater How 
(So hold the Wiſe, who ſtudy Nature) _ 
With Love Reſpe& was never found; Dem. 
And Fear in Miſery is drown'd : | The 
So preſent Woes admit no Room Whet 
To Dread of Woes that are to come. os] 
James view'd the Fragments on the Floor z Nor I 
He ſtamp'd, he ſcratch'd his Head, he 1wore; Thus 
Fate and his Elbow jointly curs'd ; | Let 5 
And thought they both had done their worſt, While 
And ſ 
Alas! poor James, thou didſt not know, T+ juſt 
What thou muſt bear, what Fate cou'd do! One & 
Much heavier was the Load behind! ly $ 
More heavy ſtill when both were join'd ! $1 the 
Too ſoon thy Soul, diſtracted, felt it, Then 
A Baſon broke, a Tea-pot melted ! Theſe 


 Diſaſtrous thus the Moments flex, 
Devoted firſt to Love and you; - 
9 


re; 


20 
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Your Abſence cans'd our various Woes, 
As thus the Muſe, inſtructed, ſhows : 
The Guardian Sylphs, expecting, came 
To wait around their fav'rite Dame; 
They found you not, and, in Deſpair, 
Wrought this Revenge upon the Ware. 


How ames's Soul was tortur'd now, 


How ſwell'd his Breaſt, how look'd his Brow, 


To make it in Deſcription ſhine, 


| Demands a Skill ſurpaſſing mine — 


The Storm collected in his Mind, 
Whether at you or me deſign'd, 
Nor he could for his Life expreſs, 
Nor I was capable to gueſs 
Thus much, however, I can {wear 


Let James deny it, if he dare! 


While the big Paſſion wrought within, 
And ſparkling at his Eyes was ſcen, 

[t juſt permitted him to mutter 
One Shilling Tea, and Bread and Butter 
My Set of Cups, one would not patch it, 

$9 there goes GH knows what to match it! 
Then half a Crown the Pot for Madam 
Theſe Nomen, <coutd the O hai em 
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CURY' Embaſſy t 
London. A Tale. 
YOVE once was young, as Poets hold 
Then conſequently Zove grows old; 
And Wiſdom, as by Man appears, 
Increaſes with a Perſon's Y cars ; 


Then Jove muſt now be wiſe indeed ! 
That Point adnutted, we proceed. 


Grown old and wiſe ; in nuptial Love, 
Some Ages Fove had ſpent above: 

Bulls, Swans, and Show'rs, ungrateful Names! 
No more promote his lawleſs Flames : 

No Change the Deity deſir'd, 

Nor much of Men's Affairs enquir'd ; 

Or ask'd 'em with no other Views 

Than mod'rate Mortals read the News: 

Juſt to reflect on Peoples Actions, 


* 


Without engaging in their Factions. 


One Morn however (Note, tis ſaid, 
"]'was Cupid put it in his Head.) 


Reſtleſ 


So 


Swift 


II. 
(But 
The * 


Again 


Methi 


The £ 


mes! 


e ſtleßz 


| And this Soliloquy conceiv'd. 


| Whence flows this dull Indif rence then? 


Achilles * drove her only Joy : 


| Siſter than Light'ning Hermes ſprung. 


E971 
Reſtleſs, he roſe before Day-peep, 
nd left poor Juno faſt afleep: 
Walk'd round Olympus three Times thrice, 
Shook his illuſtrious Treſſes twice, 
Sate down alone, ſeem'd inly griev'd, 


r * 
* 8 > 


— 
i = 


: | 
f 


Am I not Sire of Gods and Men? 


Do Mortals leſs deſerve my Care 
Than when I gave them Peace and War? 
Than when around the Walls of Troy 


While I held forth my Scales, to weigh 
Th' Event of that important Day? 


So having thought, he pull'd, and rung 


Hermes, quoth he, be thine the Truſt, 
(but drink this Glaſs of Nectar firſt) 
The Truſt to cafe thy Father's Mind, 
Again to Politics inclin'd —— 
Methinks I'd more exactly know 
The State of yonder World below. 


* Iliad 2 2. 
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"Tis far Intelligence is ſmall ———— 
Once I was wont to influence all ! 

But I've been long diſus'd to bear 

The Noiſe, Fatigue, and Hurry there. 
Books may inform me here at large 
At London-Hermes, mind the Charge ! 

Go find a proper Shop, where I 

To-morrow may deſcend and bu 
From Tonſon's ſearch to Mefſieurs Knapton's, 
Who beſt can furniſh me with apt ones. 


Whether like Lawyer, Beau, or Prieſt, 
Omcious Mercury was dreſt; 

How long he ſtay'd, how far he travel'd. 
Might elegantly be unravel d. 

But having nothing to infer on't, 

Suffice it he perform'd his Errand: 
Came home to Jupiter at Even; 

And thus addreſt the Sire of Heaven. 


Whatever you enjoin'd your Son, 
Believe me, Thunderer, tis done 
See here a Catalogue of Books! 


( Zove takes it in his Hand, and looks.) 
Near that known Place * (the Title view) 


Where Mortals act the moſt like you, 


* Drury-Lane. ; 
Fam 


89 J 
Fam'd both for Puniſhments and Sins, 
To- morrow. Morn the Sale begins. 
To- morrow, Sir, obſerve the Nature! 


The ſooner you are there the better. 


Let might a faithful Son adviſe, 
On Hermes' Word, would Fove be wiſe, 25 
In queſt of Books Zove would not roam, e 
But more ſecurely reſt at heme, 
And leave the whole to my diſcharging 
'Tis but to mark upon the Marpin. 


Zove, thou haſt often been outwitted 
To Leda's Beauty who ſubmitted? 
Who ſtay'd three Days and Nights abroad, 
While Juno wept her abſent God? 
Alas, 'tis eaſy to be true, 
Pent up from ev'ry Mortal's View ! 
Our Faces here are ſtill the fame —— 
One Queen of Love, one martial Dame! 
Should'ſt thou ane where J have been, 
Should'ſt thou behold what I have ſeen, 
Thy Age, thy Wiſdom were in vain: 
ove would relapſe, and Celia reign ! 
) | Her Charms as much the Sex 1 improve, 

As thou att leſs inclin'd to Love 
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SURE 


A Trae TALE of a County 
Teacher, | 


TPO preach at R——g B—1 came; 


The Hearers' Hearts were in a Flame 


Such Talents ought not to be hid! 


That we ſhould miſs em God forbid! 
Nom e engage him here for Life; 
Let Gr Waggon fetch his Wife——— 
His Goods neer mind what he may want, 
Friends, wwe can do no leſs than grant. 


New Coat, new Band, new flaxen Wig, 
Make him next Sunday look ſo big! 
Still more the Siſters Hearts he moves 
Lord, how the Gentleman improves! 
Ordain him, Neighbours, out of Hand; 
Nor dare the Voice of Heav'n withſtand ! 


"Tis done=—— The London Elders meet, 
And dub their Brother Prieſt compleat ; 


Who 


r 


k 4 — <a dtuCocma 


ho 
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Who now omits no Means, to prove 
Himſelf commiſſion'd from above 
Learns with an Air a Text to box, 

And Hetero- to make Ortho-40x : 
Fathers and Sons by turns he teaches ; 
And fays In Speech, as well as preaches : 
Is follow'd, honour'd, and obey d; 

And, what's the Soul of all, well pay'd. 


Riches get Pride, and Pride gets Wars 
(So Vincent's Almanack declares). 
Tis too familiar to enquire 
The Station of their Teacher's Sire; 
Nor will Sir Rev'rend condeſcend 
To tell, downright, the neareſt Friend: 
Yer, when Diſcourſe may glance that Way, 
He keeps the Subject ſtill in play; 
And hints 8 all he can, 
That /omewhere he was ſome great Man. 


Thus Matters went—— when Sunday came, 
The Face of Things was ſtill the fame——— 
The Paſtor deals his Food —— the Sheep 
Attend, half weeping, halt aſleep: 


Bleſt with Stupidity profound, 
And taught to trudge i in one dull Round. 


But 
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But there's a Youth (what Pity 'tis 
There ſhould be ſuch a Youth as this!) 
Who buys old Books, ſects up a Nights, 
Reads, talks, diſputes, and Verſes writes. 
Sad Caſe! This Jon (fo was he nam'd) 
To ſpeak it out was not aſham'd, 

How Y pleas'd him ſuch a Day; 
And when he came diſturb'd away: 
Yet many pious Men prefage 

This Lad will ediſſe the Age: 

They ſee a Teacher in his Face, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry Gift and Grace. 


Soon as the Story reach'd his Ears, 

(So formidable 7% appears) 

Our doughty Doctor apprehends 

Such Words may influence the Friends: 
Ev'n now he thinks his Int'reſt finking, 
(Things John was far enough from thinking) 
Fears *twill conclude in his Diſgrace, 

And John's Promotion to the Place. 


The Parſon fears — Are Parſons idle, 
When People ſeem to bite tlie Bridle ?' 
Do they with Meekneſs uſe to bear 

The diſtant Object of their Fear ? 


Go — oY hk oo ee 0 bog 
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Far from it John muſt be remov'd,” 
And all who favour him reprov'd. 


No Time to loſe a Show of Truth 
Muſt firſt engage th' incautious Youth. 
Mary, to John at Freeman's go, 
Tad gladly ſpeak a Word or ſo. 


The Servant goes: the Youth obeys, 
By, 1 grows laviſh in his Praiſe. 
For the great Work deſign'd by Heav'n, 
Elſe why ee. fine Endowments giv'n? 
So young, vas wwond'rous he could ſpeak 
So much good Latin, ſo much Greek! 
None fitter for the Churches uſe, 
Permit but him to introduce. 


This Part ſecure, the other Side 
With equal Art muſt now be ply'd: 
Here all his Learning he employs 
Againſt encouraging ſuch Boys— 
What under Twenty ? "tis too young! 
Beſides, he wants the Latin Tongue ! 
And he's ſo ſtupid, I diſcern it, 

He'd not be capable to learn it 
From Fifteen Years to Five and Forty 
So, good my Friends, let me dehort ye ! 


Think \ 


ar 
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Think ſuch a Fellow can improve ye? 
He'll ſooner make à Babel of ye ! 


It makes a Story paſs on dully, 
To tell Particulars too fully, 
The Parſon plots, the Youth perceives it, 
Diſlikes his native Place, and leaves it. 
Puts on clean Shirt, and Sy14ay's Suit; 
So tramps it up to Town on Foot: 
Chagrin'd in Mind, and poor in Purſe, 
What Circumſtances could be worſe ? 


Eſtabliſh'd in ſo warm a Neft, 
T hink how elate the Victor Prieſt ! 
Well educated, highly born, 


He ſwells, and treats Mankind with Scorn : 


Nor further Trouble fears to know 
From an expell'd, degraded Foe. 


Our Pilgrim Youth, oppreſt with Care, 
No Means of Life, no Proſpect near; 
Upon the Road, it has been ſaid, 

To Goddeſs Nemeſis he pray'd 
But John's a ſounder Chriſtian far, 
Than by ſuch Pagan Ways toerr 
Some better Power, in whom his Truſt is, 


Remark'd, and thus repay'd th' Injuſtice. 


Tis 


is 
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"Tis no great Miracle old Shoes 
In forty Miles their Heels ſhould loſe 
This was the Caſe—— thus Fohn arriv'd 
Perceiv'd his Calceaments depriv'd. 

The Loſs his weary Feet diſtreſt, 
Yet onward thro' the Croud he preſs'd, 
Jill near his deſtin'd Place of Reſt. 


Where * tatter'd Garments wave on high 
He found a Stall, and, fitting by, 
Bade Criſpin the Defect ſupply. 
For Txeo-pence Maſter I proceed, 


Agreed-- 


You'll have them inſtantly 


John views the Cobler o'er and oer — 
Have T not ſeen this Face before? 
I'm ſure the Features are the ſame 
Pray, Father, what may be your Name? 
My Name Sir's B---n, Friend, I know 
The Name right well, quoth John. Say 0? 
I om know you of it pray? A Teacher. 
IWhere pray ? At R---4---g-=- As a Preacher, 
Pray do the People like him there? 

Tas Cobkr cry'd; with ſeeming Care— 


* Rag-Fair. bx 
| Criſpin, 
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Criſpin, quoth John, excuſe me this, 

He us'd me very much amiſs ; 

Here take your Price--- Low Criſpin bow'd, 
And figh'd, and whiſper'd out aloud, 

Peter miſuſe you ? don't ſay ſo Man--- 

1 thought my Son would injure no Man, 


Two Uſes from this Story flow, 
One Suits the High, and one the Low--- 


B-=-1 18 not the only 4--- 
Who, rais'd by Fortune, Friends, or Braſs, 
Too ſoon forgetting whence he ſprung, 
Has liv'd to hear his Folly ſung. 


Like John, the injur'd often meet 
Revenge--- and all Revenge is ſweet. 


1 


A Caution to Critics. 


W HEN S- heard that ohn made Verſe, 
He goes, and begs him to rehcarſe. 

Jon make a Poet, John? quoth he, 

Il by you're unlearn'd, it cannot be: 

'Tis true, the Fancy's good enough, 

But then the Language is ſuch Stuff. 
Sir, theſe were writ five Tears ag0 —— 

Some later Piece, quoth B n, ſo. 


Home goes the Prieſt; Zohn writes a Poem, 
Copies it fair, and runs to ſhow him. 
See, Sir, the laſt JI ever made 
Dear John, quoth B — n, mind thy Trade 
Here's Language, that's the moſt I can ſay, 
For, Lack a Day, I ſee no Fancy : 


Confirm'd this Thirtieth of November, 
Lyars and Critics ſhould remember. 
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A PUN. 
MM 7 I TH powder'd Wig, ſtarch'd Band, and 
Oy prieſtly Air, 
5 for Souls pretends a World of Care— 


Why ſhould not B——1: in his Practice ſhine ? 
His Father mended well a Sole of mine. 


SL dach Henle SSL 


Inſcription for a Tankard, won by 4 
Mare call'd Jenny---- The oppoſite 
Gentlemen having been Merry a li- 
tle too ſoon. 


W HIL E round to Jenny's Health the 
Goblet moves, 

If gen'rous as her Blood the Liquor proves, 

Far above heirs, our juſter Mirth ſhall riſe, 

Who, ere the Tryal, rriumph'd in the Prize. 


Ld 


1e! 
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24644 ddd 
Left for a Friend where I expected to 


meet him, upon being inform d that he 

was Sick in Bed, and happening at 
the ſame Time to ſee a Billet-Doux 
which he had begun to write, 


TH E Father averſe, and the Fair One un- 

kind, | 

Tis enough, my good Friend, to ruffle thy 
Mind 

Yet why keep thy Bed, and avoid Converſation? 


Gods! are there no Women but her in the 


Nation? 
Riſe, pluck np thy Spirits, and finiſh thy 
Billet, 
With keeneſt Invectives diſdainfully fill it; 
Then turn to ſome other, and be not ſo froward, 
The Second may bend, tho' the Firſt was un- 
toward. 


Prologue 


Y 
1 


» — " „ £ 
P 27 DERRY r * 


2 * +- * * = 8 
r 
22 4 * 
* . —— 7 * = J 
w - * 2 


7 „„ — — o 
mil - 7 


2 


3 egos X 


mm, ©, —_— 23 


—— 


N * — : 2 


= — - 4 
Sr Ine oF 


— 


— 
- * 
k o 
. a. # 
d Y 8 
"# ay 


- au 4 — 
40 2 1 
* as — 
S w bs . 


* ” * = be 


= _ uf _ 4 | 
— — —_ — 
ra —- — - * 
—— _ — — l — » 


[ 100 J 


ES. 


Prologue for a private Repreſents. I we 
tim of CAT O, by 4 Com 
pany of young Gentlemen. 


P ROLOGUES to Plays, and Prefaces to 
: Pooks, +» 
Without their Help, how awkardly it looks? 
Our Cato's Author, tho' excell'd by no Man, 
With Prologue choſe to introduce his Roman. 
Dun Pope harangu'd in ſuch a lofty Strain, 
As in Friend Aldi. had been counted vain; 
The Audience muſt applaud, or they were 
ſhort All 
A pretty Way of getting Fame immortal! 


It had Succeſs — throng'd wes the Houſe 
of Drury; 
Both Factions clap'd with more than civil 
_Fury—— 
Cato's now Sterling Coin, that you muſt take; 


But what Excuſes ſhall we Players make? * 
| [ 
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If Actors' Souls ſhould like their Heros” be, 

To make the Scenes all natural and free, C 
Bleſs us! what Romans you are like to ſee! 
How ſhall we ſwell with Sentiments heroic ? 
At Twenty, Sirs, can you expect a Stoic? 

At leaſt, we hope, no Character felonious, 

No real Syphax, or no true Sempronius 
We may have Marc. or Fuba's weaker Side 
The ſoft Captivity who has not try'd? 

But then our Fates are, like our Cloe's, kind ; 
If we poſſeſs, tis dificult to find 8 
When we have ſhown fuch Bravery of Mind. 


You think theſe Reaſons ſhould have kept 
us hence, 
Our forward Want of Judgment gives Offence-- 
Well, to your Favour then let this reſtore us 
* on by Fame, we read the Piece before us; 
We "—_ d, we read again, the generous Heat 
'arm'd all our Blood, and in our Pulſes bear ; 
he Godlike Patriot ſtood before our Eyes ; 
We ſaw his little Senate round him riſc ! 
Each Youth was lifted to a Cato's Son; 


And, in his Thought, the Race of Virtue run; 
Put on the Perſon, as the Language fir d; 


And gave up all his Soul to be inſpir'd! 


F orgive 
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Forgive us then, if, warm in Virtue's Cauſe, 
We greatly ſeek, but not deſerve Applauſe--- 
= Expect not us to charm, or wound the Heart, 
17 With Hooth's Authority, and Wilks's Art--- 

9 For who can do it? * Juba is no more! L 
Great Cato's Silence all the Nine deplore ! 
The mimic Father faintly ſtrikes our Ears; 
And ſcarcely the Numidian's Shade appears“ 

Peauty and Grace have left the Hritiſb Stage, I 
And Tragedy herſelf feels the Decays of Age! 


To draw in Miniature each Actor ſtrives 
Virtues we'd copy largely in our Lives; Bu 
Or make our Souls with Indignation riſe 
Againſt the Villain, in whate'er Diſguiſe--- T] 
Ye Ladies then, eſpouſe fair Virtue's Part; | 
And in Reward claim each a faithful Heart: Fo 
In our Attempt our Reſolution ſee; 
And bear us Witneſs what we wiſh to be. WI 
* Theſe Lines allude to Mr. Wilks's Death, 80 
ani Ar. Booth's incapacity to play. 
| We 
1 


Epilogut 


iſe, 


2 


th, 


81 


+. ors x | 


Epilogue for LUCI A, on the ſame 


Occaſion, 


OW all are dead that were to die to Day, 
And my Daada has * moraliz'd the 


N 


Play, 

One would have thought there was no more) 
to fay ; 

But, thank good Friends, we better taught 
have been; | 


They tell us Mirth muſt cloſe the Tragic 
Scene, 


For fear the Beaux ſhould bear away the 
Spleen, 
Whate'erthe Play, the Epilogue ſhould burſt 


em 


So all the Learn'd affirm, the unlearn'd truſt 


ed. * 


Well-- We obſequiouſly ſubmit to Cuſtom, 


* Alluting to the laſt Speech of Lucius. 
| Thus 
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| SF Theſe Blades, who, void of Greek, well read 
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Thus leaving all Diſputes to Drama- Fac- 


| tors, 
Ladies, let's criticiſe on theſe young Actors! . 


in Plato, 
Without Philoſophy pretend to copy Cato! 
What ſend a Woman to apologize? 
No- mimic Romans---I ſhall tell no Lics--- 


The Romans, Ladies, were a ſturdy Nation; 
They frequently ſent forth ſome new Plantation; 
Where'er they ſaw uncultivated Ground, 
With Manners, and with Men, they ſtock'd 

it round; 
At Honour's Call i in ſhining Steel they harneſs d; 
They lov'd, they fought, they did all Things 
in earneſt- 
Theſe are mere Shadows of chat mighty People, 
Mimic'd by them, as Niſus by a Cripple-- 
(Niſus, as learned Virgil tells the Story, 
Run &'er ſo ſwift, would always run before ye. ) 
But 'tis a Scandal to compare em ſo--- 
An ancient Roman, and a modern Beau! 
"Tis like the Sun againſt a Farthing Candle! 
"Tis like my Arm againſt * this puny Handle! 


* Pointing to the Handle of her Fan. 
| And 
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And then that Zuba, that polite Numidian, 
In all this mighty Buſtle what has he done ? 
'Tis true, he drew his Sword, he flew his Man ; 
But 'twas a Pigmy fought againſt a Crane 
L---d, had we had ſome true Sempronius here, 
Such as I've mention'd, and as Romans were, 
He'd ſoon have made the gay Sir Fopling totter; 
For Marcia's Part, he bravely muſt have got her! 


And, Ladies, where had then been Mar- 
cia's loſs ? 


A Hero for a Beau, a mighty Croſs! 


Well to conclude The World is all a Stage; 
/ The Fool in Public oft' appears a Sage 

Vain Coxcombs may impoſe upon the Grave; 
And Cowards find a Time to dare the Brave; 
But who in private Life can play the Roman, 
Tis he's the Man to pleaſe an Eigliſſi Woman. 


Extempore, 


5 [106] 
a ert OR d r 


— 
o 


Externpore, to s Friend with whoue 1 
had lain the Night beſore.— upon 
* miſſing my Pocket Bool. Ws 


Dear SIR, 
Co N FUSION, Rage, and Grief as 


Compleat as mine, admit no Preface! 

Pre loſt (alas! what had I more?) 

All my immenſe poetic Store! 

A Pocket-Book, in Vellum bound, 

Fill'd with good Verſe, and Senſe profound! 
The Labour of full three Years paſt, 


Deſign'd eternally to laſt ! 


If thou haſt found (O how I dread 
Thou haſt not found!) upon the Bed, 
Or by it's Side, the Thing I ſeek, 
To eaſe my Soul, dear Friend, be quick--- 
Henceſorth in Coffer cloſe I'll lock it, 


Nor truſt ſuch Treaſure to my Pocket! 


To 


CON AGSIIAS 


7 


An 


To 


To Mr. J. W. A wery elegant 
| Epiſtle, 


A 8 I have at preſent but very little Time, 
Without endeavouring after the Stile 
ſublime, 
I'll ſer d thee a Letter in plain Country Rhime, 
Such as we were wont to uſe in our own native 
Clime. 
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When a-down Coley long Lane we us d to 
walk, 
With Ambroſe, and with Joſeph, and with 
many more young Folk : 
Where of Nanny, Sally, Becky, and Jenny 
we would ſo talk; 


And ſometimes. upon the . write their 
Names 1 in Chalk. 


O 
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O. hoe the pleaſing Thought my Breaft in- 
flames! + 
Fain <vould T grow harmon N on the Names 
of all thoſe lovely Nymp 
Thames! 


But, as I ſaid — I mult let my Fancy 
And only inform FEE that I have lately play' 
the Wag, 

And publiſh'd a Poem, entitled, The Hunting 
| of the Stag ; 

Occaſion'd by a certain Great Man's tumbling 
from his Nag 
I mean a greater Man than the noted Sir Rover! 


Fag. 
I have made my Stag therein very boldly 
reaſon, 
And, Faith, ſome People tell me he almoſt 
thinks Treaſon ; 


For which the aforeſaid Great Man may chance 
to ſeize one, 


And clap one up, as the Saying is, in a Priſon. 


From 


s of Kennet and of . 


F 
(Sor 
Thr 


And 


Ne 


Becan 


| That 


That 


But 


You x 


| don! 
For J 
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From thence, they aver, I may be ad vanc'd 
to a Place, 
(Some affirm tis an Honour, others aſſert *tis a 
Diſgrace) 
Thro' three Peep-holes to thruſt my two Fiſts 
and my Pace ; 
And ſuffer a whole Hour the Rage of the 
Populace. 


Now, as I know you have long ow'd me 2 


Grudge, 
Becauſe to come and ſee you I ſo very ſeldom 
ing budge, 
| That Day to Charing-Croſs I would have vou 
Vert trudge, 


That there, among the Mob, with rotten Eggs 
you may drudge. 


1d] 
: But 1f you would have the Book before they 
noſt are all engroſs' d, 
You may ſend a Waterman for it with very lit- 
ance tle Coſt; 


don't care to truſt it by the Penny Poſt, 


For Fear the wonderful Productions of my 
Brain ſhould be loſt. 


K Beſides, 
— 


1 


Beſides, if you ſend a Meſſenger, he may 

bring 

The trim Sonnets which Johnny Gay did 
whilom {ing ; 

For well I weet you promis'd me ſuch a Thing: 

And I hope you make ſome Conſcience of 
Promiſing 

So no more at preſent, but remaining 


Tour Friend and Servant, I conclude 
This my Epiſtle ſhort and rude. 


4e 


PE 
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A wery critical and moral Epifile, 
To the Same. 


M Y Candle's out, and I'm in Bed ; 
Yet, ſince 'tis popt into my Head 

To ſend you Verſes half a Sheet, 

III write 'em now— What Time ſo meet? 

The Muſes, or whate'er you name 'em, 

Who blow in Poets, and inflame 'em, 

Do all their Work by Fits and Starts : 

And ſcorn the Rules of vulgar Arts. 

We muſt embrace the preſent Rapture; 

For timing Things is half the Chapter. 


You'll write, ſays John, but how'll you write 
(And laughs in Sleeve) without a Light? 
Dear Zohnny, haſt thou never read 
Of certain Cloſets in the Head, 

Where Poets keep Amanuenſes, 

To take in Short-hand all their Fancies ; 
'Till they, by Day-light, or by Taper, 
Tranſcribe them forth with Ink and Paper ? 


K 2 Tis 
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Tis very like, my Friend replies, 

How Folks may live, and grow more wiſe! 
Tet let us not 5 — Doors chatter, 

But enter on the Subject Matter. 


8 The Subject? prithee, what doſt mean? 
In Letters, when are Subjects {een ? 
If I write on, and write to pleaſe ye, 
In Name of Goodneſs John, be eaſy. 


Your Wits two ſind Years ago, 
Who ſtrove to pleaſe, and teach Folks too, 
I own, had always ſome Defign, 

Which they purſu'd thro” ev'ry Line: 
I think the Criticks call it Moral; 
And ſay they minded that before all. 


Thus Homer's Moral, by them found, 
Is, Fifty Sticks in Faggot bound, 
Are always harder to be broke 
Than when they ſep'rately are took. 
This Theſis, by Examples plenty, 
Is clear'd in TLibris Four and Twenty. 


So Virgil wrote twelve Books, to prove 
That if we Plants from Toy remove, 


They 
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They can't be made to grow at Carthage; 
But pine without Tralian Earthage— 
That Wind and Rain will kill them there, 
Without a plaguey deal of Care. 


I fay, the Greeks and Romans thus 
(But what is Greece and Rome to us ?) 
Had Meanings— Why they had their Way, 
And ſo have we as well as they 
Are we oblig'd ſuch Pains to take ? 
No— we may write for writing ſake. 


— a + 
3 


Nor ſhould'ſt thou, Zohn, eſteem it ſtrange, 
That Modes of Wit like Dreſſes change; 
We Moderns ſee the Ancients' Fault _ 
(From Pope I had theſe two fine T boughts) 
And leaft the Schools, in future Times, 
Should write dull Commune on our Rhimes; 
ls it not politickly done, 
To leave them nought to write upon? 
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But you have Waller's Words at hand, 
That Eugliſb Poets write in Sand; 
And therefore necd not fear the Rage, 
Or Dullneſs, of a future Age. 


Tis granted F 1 yet you'll agree, 
This Thought concludes as nuch for me; 


"he! | Could 
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Could Engliſhmen like Romans write, 
By mingling Profit with Delight, 


Were it not Labour ſpent in Vain, 81 
Unleſs our Language would remain? V\ 
Tis not a diſſimiliar Caſe | Sc 
To his, that holds his Land by Leaſe ; T 
Who never builds with half the Care f 5 
As tho' Hereditary were; W. 
If Draden muſt, as Pope has wrote, T! 


Loſe all the Charms he now has got: 
If all muſt grow like Father Chaucer ; 
Niceneſs is Nonſenſe for that Cauſe Sir. 


Beſides, why ſhould not we give Way 
To thoſe who next may come in play ? 
When like the Man, the Poem dies, 
There's Room for other Bards to rife, 
Had Prior not ſo finely writ, 

Mine might have paſt for Sterling Wit. 
A great Man truly Charitable, 
Should never do the beſt he's ablc. 


Then write yourſelf, ſays John, for me 
I find ev'n Wit is Vanity—— 
Tis true, my Friend This ſerious Thought 
Into my Head has Fifty brought : | 
A few of which, diſpos'd in Mecter, 
Shall cloſe my Eyes, and end my Letter. 


Old 
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Old Dennis here would ftorm, and ſwear 
Such Stuff as this he could not bear: 
Would ſet in meet Array before us 
Some Verſes of his Maſter Horace 
Then, in a learn'd and long Harangue, 

That Author's Sides would ſhrewdly bang 
Who joins the Lyon and the Whale; 
The Woman's Head and Fiſhes Tail. 


To fall from Joking to Reflecting, 
The Rules of Unity neglecting, 
| can't affirm *tis following Nature, 
As Horace, or as Dennis ſtate her; 
Yet, by their Leaves, debarring Strife, 
Tis imitating human Life. 


Our Youth, what is it but a Jeſt, 
A thouſand diff rent Ways expreſt? 
We dreſs, we drink, affect an Air, 
Swear, lie, and compliment the Fair, 
See Plays, and ev'ry Pleaſure try, 
Which Mode or Fancy can ſupply. 
Thoſe who moſt regularly more, 
ght Get tipfie, laugh, and fall in Love, 
And oft' a pliant Conſcience ſtrain, 
That, a Ia mode, they may be van ; 


Thus 


Old 
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Thus till repeated Follies weary us; 
Then we recant, grow wiſe and ſerious, 
A little o'er our Madneſs weep, 


Bid all good Night, and drop Aſleep. 


Conſider John, that Phantom Dame 
Whom Chance, or Fortune, Mortals name; 
If ſuch a Pow'r there be, we find 

She's fickle, fooliſh, and unkind : 

Her Gifts, both good and bad, ſhe deals, 
And knows no Cauſe, or none reveals ; 
Nor does ſhe oft' reduce to meaſure 

Fruits of her good or evil Pleaſure. 


Yet, grant all this, 'tis obvious ſtill, 
That Man's great Foe is his own Will — 
That Fortune we too often blame, 

When tis ourſelves ſhould take the Shame, 
For what's the natural Effect 

Of our Perverſeneſs, or Neglect. 


He meets with Pleaſure, who ſurveys 
The vaſt variety of Ways, 
In which we erring Mortals try 
For what we call Felicity: 
While all are obſtinately right, 
And would for our Opinions fight. 


We 
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We make a meritorious Good 
Of Error, ſtubornly purſu'd ; 
And if our End we chance to mils, 
Why Fortune was a Jilt for this. 


You place your Bliſs in ſocial Things, 
The Joys which Love or Liquor brings; 


Your Glaſs, your Friend, your Polly kind, | 


Are all the Comforts you can find; 

A Frown 1s worſe than empty Breeches, 
(So far our fav'rite Thought bewitches) 
Yet Frowns and empty Breeches too 


Are Fortune's Fault, tho' caus'd by you. 


With equal Zeal we Poets write, 
And call the Muſes our Delight. 
Their Aid invok'd, we ſwell, we riſe, 
Thro' airy Regions Fancy flies—— 
The Reaſon's plain, we ſeek a Name, 
And place our Happineſs in Fame. 
Whether we merit Praiſe or no, 
(Provided we beheve we do,) 
f all our Pains can none procure, 


Fortune muſt bear the Blame, be ſure ! 


Believe me John, our Eyes are dim, 
Few Things are really what they ſeem. 


Or 
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Or there's no perfect human Bliſs, Thi 
Or all Mankind the Way to't miſs. 80 

When you ſurvey Maria's Charms, 

Lou ſee a Heaven in her Arms; 

Unſully'd Joys at Diſtance lie; 

But vaniſh as they draw more nigh — 

The Crown of all your Hopes will prove 

That real Cares are mix'd with Love. 


So we, who court a flecting Breath 
To keep our Memories after Death ; 
When mounted high on Fancy's Wings, 
Prefer our Hopes to being Kings : 

But could we gain immortal Praiſe, 
What is the ſnad'wy Thing we raiſe? 
"Tis but an Empire in the Air 

Our Names, not we, muſt govern there. 


If you believe Freewill in Man; 
Blame Chance, or Fortune, how you can: 
The Idol we adore, we chuſe, 

Your Bottle you, and I my Muſe 
Tis in ourſelves, if we purſue 

Too cloſely, what we falſely View. 

And Diſappointments are the Fruits 

Of over-eager, fond Purſuits. 

- *Tis but to moderate the Mind 


Where too impetuoully inclin'd. 


The 
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The Remedy is in our Pow'rs; 
So 'tis not Fortune's Fault, but ours. 


But if we think there's ſomething fatal 
In Planets* Place, at Scaſon natal; 
Or that, from whatſoever Cauſe, 
All Things are fixt by certain Laws: 
Tis conſequently true, that 1 
Am deſtin'd thus to Poetry; | 
And that to Fate alone tis due, 
That Rhiming does not reign in you. 


Take either Scheme, and where will be 
Dame Fortune's fancy'd DAE 
If Freewill in the ts reſt, 
dhe can but counterplot at beſt : 
It Things in deſtin'd Order fall, 
Poor Chance has got no Chance at all. 


Tis hard, impos'd upon by Faſhion, 
And prejudic'd by Inclination, 
To gueſs what Force is in ourſelves; 
lf we are Stocks, or active Elves—— 
Thus much we know—— The human Mind 
If 'tis compell'd, tis firſt inclin'd : 
And has, at leaſt, a kind of Choice, 
As Court Dependants have a Voice. 


"he 
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Or if *tis left to pick and chuſe, 
'Tis byaſs'd ſtil'by partial Views ; 
Till Actions, which at firſt were free, 
Tell ſomething like Neceſſity. 
I find myſelf conftrain'd to write, 
As you to ſee yon wp at Night. 


"Tis "LIM we * Uſe fhould make * 


Men argue for the Inference Sake. 

I therefore hence conclude, That Bliſs, | 
If ſuch a Thing there be, is this—— 
By well proportion'd Hopes and Fears, 
To antedate our Joys and Cares : 

That, from what Cauſe ſoe'er they riſe, 
Nor Joys, nor Cares may e'er. Surprize. 


Since Fame ſtill flies the fond Purſuer, 
Since ſenſual Pleaſures can't endure, 
Be temp'rate you in Love and Drink, 
And may I moderately think 
Let Fame ſelect me if ſhe will; 
But, let her catch me by the Heel! 
Let Pleaſure ſhew you all her Glory; 
You know her Joys are tranſitory 
Be ne er tranſported nor depreſt, 
And leave to Providence the reſt. 


DICK 


[: x24; | 


A ver) en BILLET Doux. 


Ih AIR Nymph, that I love you, and long 
for your Love, 

Is what I have often an to prove z 

That you are unkind, and that I live in Pain, 

Have alſo been mention'd again and again; 

Without my repeating theſe Things in this 
Place, 

Permit me now fairly to reaſon the Caſe. 


Firſt then, as to Merit, the Thing you purſue, 
So needfull in all, ſo conſpicuous in you, 
| ſhall not determine how much ] poſleſs ; 
But, Madam, you may have a Man that has leſs, 
| ſpeak what! think, am what I appear, 
And is there no Merit in being Sincere ? 


Your Charms, tis confeſt, might engage an 
Alonis, 

But tell me, dear Madam, where that Phœnix 
One is? 


I. Of 


1 
Or grant you could find, were you ſure of your 
Swain? | Y 
Bright Venus, you know, went a courting in vain- o 
As Engliſhmen run, you can have ſmall Ob- 
jection; | 


Tho' far be it from me to think of Perfection 


My Fortune, tis granted But why ſhould 
I mention 

What ought not to biaſs a Lover's Intention ? 
Aars put off his Trophies to viſit his Goddeſs, 
And Painters hold ſhe had not one * Pair ot WW hi 


Boddice: 
The Value of Money lies all in Opinion; Bu 
Love only is current in Cupid's Dominion. Thar 


To ſum up the Matter Whate'er I inherit, Whic 
A Soul that is gratefull can never want Merit 


Your Fancy has Power my Perſon to mould; Am 
And Riches conſiſt not in Silver and Gold ; Rehol, 
So pity my Paſſion, I humbly beſcech, Th 
That 1 may be grateful, and handſome, and I 1. f. 
Rich! 

| 3 Let 

*Alluding to the Cuſtom of painting Vena WW Smile 
nake. Tell 
He may 


Extemport 
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Extempore, at the Painting Cloe's 
Piclure. 


uld | | 
| W HY Painter, you have done your Part, 

0 I own th' Intention bold and good: 

5 It finds ſome Paſſage to my Heart, 

r 


Which nothing quite unlike her could. 


But view again that Shape ! that Air! 
That Hand ! that Eye ! that Lip! that Cheek ! 

There's ſtill Abundance in my Fair, 
Which you can't paint, which I can't ſpeak ! 


Am I not right ? once more behold ! 
Behold, and feel Conviction rife ! 

Thy Lines are faint, thy Colours cold 
He fails, my Friend, whoever tries, 


L S. * 
BY * 


—_— 


Yet let him try, defic his Skill: 
enus WF Smile at the utmoſt Art can do: 
Tell the Preſumer, if he will, 
He may attempt Love's Goddeſs too, 
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Th: DIURNAL. An Epiſtle to 
| Mr, B. CG © 


'A Rhiming Letter now and then, 
From City Jack to Country Ben; 
Or, if the Verſe as well would end, 
From John to Benjamin his Friend; 
Will ſtill, I hope, as welcome be 
As once the Author's Company. 


And as 'twas ne'er my Cuſtom, quite 
To miſs myſelf in what I write, 
So, now I've nothing elſe to ſay, 


I'll tell thee how I ſpend the Day. 


Imprimis Then, for Methods ſake, 
(Tis not my Will, ſo don't miſtake) 
, I'm none of thoſe uneaſy Fellows 0 
Who leave at Five o Clock their Pillows; 12 


£m —+—— DC tt * 


. 
: 
' 


Acroſs Moor fields my Tour is made; 


— 


1 
I think, as well as ſleep, on mine, 
And often keep it warm till Nine. 


If Stock will riſe, as ſoon as up, 
I travel to the Rice-Milk Shop: 
A Penn'worth is my uſual Stint—— 
11eſt, about a London Pint. 


My Faſt thus broke, I go and write 
Whate'er I ſtudy'd over Night 
I Muſe flew high, with limping Feet, 
fill about a Farthing Sheet. 

This ſaſely kept 'till Night, it follows, 
| read it o'er to Friends at Rc}lo's,. 

Who praiſe or blame, as they think fit ; 
For Rollo is himſelf a Wit. 


But whither would the Muſe rove on? 
Tis Night before the Morning's gone 
At Couſin Zohn's I read the News, 
Arleaſt, th* Advertiſements peruſe, 

My Garters tie, and waſh my Face, 
Adjuſt my Stock and Wig with Grace, 
Then take a little Turn abroad 
NG Matter whither, tis my Road. 
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Sometimes indeed, in queſt of Trade, 
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There cither Way in Books I deal ; 
For Pleaſure buy, or Dinner ſell, 
According as my Coin will tell : 
Tho' truly, for a good while paſt, 
I've chiefly exercis'd the laſt, 


To Cornhill oft J us'd to range, 
And read the Pamphlets at the Change; 
But once, by an unlucky Flirt, 
I bruſh'd one down into the Dirt; 
And, having then no Pence to buy, 
I've ever ſince been mighty ſhy. 


But that which fires my Fancy beſt, 
And pleaſes more than all the reſt, 
Is, when] ſilently confer 
With Poets' Tombs at Weſtminſter —— 
Who knows, think I, what Time may give? 
Theſe did not all in Splendor live— 
Methinks I have a Buſt in view, 
While I am writing this to you. 


| | Fre 

Rice-Milk at beſt is hungry Diet, WI 
The Worm no longer will be quiet; 

"Tis Twelve o' Clock, I ſeek Relicf 4 

From hot Ox-Chzek, or Leg of Beef: To 


If Rhino runs too thin, tis true, 


A Rou!, and Bit of Cheeſe mult do: J 
; ut 


But 


With Wits— of chat be there no more ſaid. 
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But if the Crop be pretty rank, 
A Meſs of Broth and Slice of Flank. 


Well, I have din'd in Thought you know: 
Methinks, I wiſh in Fact twere {o! 
Now Horace may be read a While, 
His Thoughts confider'd, and his Stile; 
Or elſe, ſome Modern of our own, 
As Milton, Pope, or Adaiſon z 
Or, when in merrier Mood I am, 
Some 11 0 of Swift, or Mat, * or Sam. * 


What never r done? I hear thee ſay 
l' read no more—— tis Market-Day—] 
This once, my little Friend, be ſtout, 
And ſee a Scribbling Rhimſter out 
"Tis Three——— and, not to be prolix, 

We'll paſs by all the reſt till Sx; 

(Perhaps I take a Game at Skittles, 

At ſome Friend's Houſe read what I've writ 
elſe.) 

From Six *till Eight is ſpent as foreſaid, 
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At Eight, ſays Ben, I go to Bed, 
To fit up late diſturbs my Head 


* - "I 
my es 
— 


— rags = 
* — * 


— — 


* prior. Butler. 


[ 
1 


1 

5 4 
14 
3] 

1 

J C 


But 


* 
— —äͤ 


— 
— Do 


38 2 — — — gy 
2 


_ l . 
* * a 
_— - 


5 
— 
— — py 
—_ — — 


L. 1 ) 
But London Heads, my Friend, are ſtronger; 


And hold it always two Hours longer. 
At Eight I leave the Men of Senſe, 


Z And Politicks at John's commence ; 


Talk over all th' Affairs of Europe; 

What Miniſter deſerves a new Rope; 

Which Nation loſes Ground, which gets it; 
Who forms the Scheme, and who o'erſets it; 
What W——e drives at moſt, what Fleury 


[ take it thus, how is't in your Eye? 


Theſe Points, I ſay, from Eight till Ten, 
I prattle o'er, with other Men— 
At Ten, we ſet the Nations right, 
I bid the Company good Night, 
Get home to Bed, there think-and ſleep 
"Till Nize next Day—— This courſe I keep. 


Tis no Epiſtolary Strain, 

Without a Compliment, or Twain— 
Take then what Love a Verſe can bring, 
= (If Love in Verſe be any Thing) 
= The greateſt Part belongs to you; 
Jbe reſt divide among the Few 
Who beſt deſerve the Name of Friend — 


"T';s not amiſs with Love to end. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


S OX to 
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FRIENDSHIP. A ſecond Epiſtle, 
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8 O many tedious Weeks are paſt, i 
Without an Anſwer to my laſt, th" 
While I from Poſt to Poſt expect, 4 
"Tis juſt to cenſure thy Neglect. 10 
A faithful Heart where ſhall I find, ji 
It Benjamin becomes unkind ? * 
The Man whom Words or Forms offend, 1 
But ill deſerves the Name of Friend: 448 
Yet Friendſhip, generous and fincere, 1 
Can no indiff rent Treatment bear; q | th 
The Heart that regularly burns, Ws 
Muſt have of Flame exact Returns. 3308 
To blame thee in a pleaſant Strain, i 
The Muſe defign'd But ftrove in vain— 1 
The nobleſt Paſſions of the Mind | 
. Have Sentiments the moſt refin d: 4 
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For ever Serious are the Joys 
Which Friendſhip gives Neglect deſtroys, 


And canſt thou, Benjamin ! forget 
How oft', how eagerly we met ; 

How, on each other's ardent Breaſt, 

We eas d our Souls, with Cares oppreſt ; 
While yet no envious forty Miles, 

While yet no interpoſing Toils, 

The trueſt Pair aſunder plac'd, 

That e' er the Name of Friendſhip grac'd ? 


O why ſhould forty Miles divide 

What makes the diſtant Poles ally'd ? 

Are not the Indies often join'd, | 
When parted Friends poſſeſs one Mind? 


But Benjamih revolves no more 
The ſacred Name of Friendſhip o'er ! 
His Soul, that once no Winter felt, 
Has now, alaſs! forgot to melt! 

Still knew thy Heart its wonted Care, 
Mine could not but perceive 1t here ! 


Why ſhould the Muſe on Art depend, 
Of Friendſhip writing to a Friend? 
Or thy own Mem'ry will revive 


Thy Flame, or Art in vain would ſtrive ! 
Remember 


1 
Remember how, when Market Day 
To Henley ſummon'd thee away, 
Tho' ſhort thy ſtay, the Danger ſmall, 
We weekly mourn'd th' unwelcome Call; 
And own'd the Throbs of kindred Hearts, 
When Friend from Friend, unwilling parts. 


Or, when the Bounty of it's Lord, 
A- Mornings, drew me to thy Board, 
What kind, endearing Things we ſpoke,' C 
While, o'er the Coffee's chearful Smoke, 
At once our Minds and Faſts we broke ! 
Each drank his Cup, and told his Grief ; 
And each, alternate, gave Relief! 


Or when, to ſhun December's Cold, 
We by thy Chimney Stories told; 
While George's Beer, or Chappel's Wine 
Refreſh'd our Souls, and made em ſhine ; 
If in our Way ſome Inſtancc came, 
Of a ſuperior, brighter Flame, 
(As how young Pylades would bleed,) 
In his devoted Partner's ſtead, ) 
Our Sentence always us'd to be, 
Such Love, my Friend, is mine to thee. 


How wilt thou, Zohr, the Task ſuſtain, 


To view thy native Place again ? 
4 But 


L333] 

But few Relations are thy Friends: 

Thou lov'ſt thy Muſe, they their own Ends ! 
How wilt thou walk the ſcornfull Town ? 
How face thy Unkle's ſurly Frown ? 

Thy Unkle's Frown, which on thy Mind 
Had ſmall Effect, while Ben was kind, 
Shall now with double Force prevail, 

And thy poor Heart beneath it fail! 


O ſay my Friend! ſay what the Cauſe 
Which makes thee ſlight thoſe ſacred Laws 
By which our Kindred Souls were bound, 
Till each itſelf in t'other found? 

Or rather, why doſt quench the Flame, 
By which refin'd, they grew the ſame : 
As in th' eternal Soul they lay; 


Ere, breath'd from thence, they dwelt in Clay' 


Think not th* Expreſſions are too bold! 
How can ſtrong Paſſion be controul'd ? 
Tis no imaginary Flight, 

My Heart has felt more than I write ! 
Ev'n now, twould fain diſſolve away, 


And thro' this Quill itſelf convey ; 


| Ah! could it be, poor fooliſh Heart, 
Where would'ſt thou find thy raviſh'd Part? 


Would 


BL: 1 

Would'ſt thou to Benjamin complain? 
Would he to Friendſhip melt again? 
Again refund our common Right, 
And let you meet, and re- unite? 

Still canſt thou, Bey, attentive read, 
And not begin to melt indeed? 
Is not the Friend again confeſt 
By all the Pow'rs within thy Breaſt ? 
'Twas but an intermitting Fit 
Methinks I ſee the Sentence writ ! 
The Paper glows, by thee defign'd 
To bear the Ardour of thy Mind ! 


My gen'rous Friend, forgive the Muſe, 

y! Who dar'd this Liberty to uſe! 

She knew the Sparks were ſtill the ſame, 

And only ſtrove to make them flame — 

A diſtant'Friendſhip often lives 

But on the Breath a Letter gives: 

And ſtill the Paſſion molt improves, 

When moſt the warm Expreſſion moves! 


— 


— — — — 
- — 
— 


Bchold! a Soul without Diſguiſe 
To Friendſhip's Sacred Altar flies! 
A Soul, who, free from ſelfiſh Views, 
dincerity alone purſues ! 
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For ev'ry tender Paſſion fram'd, 

Thoꝰ oft” by envious Tongues defam'd; 

Tho' oft” by various Fortune toſt, 
Tis in her gloomy Mazes loſt ! ! 


With ſuch a Soul thou once couldſt ſhare 

It's thin ſown Joys, it's conſtant Care; 

If ftill thy Heart the Choice approve, ' 

O may we ever jointly move! 

For ever int' Oblivion caſt 

That Void of Life, from hence our lat; 

And ſend, as Friendſhip ſtill requires, 

Mutual Supplies to feed her Fires ! 


DICK 


CK 
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EE 


DICK DAUENTER, the conſci- 
entious Keeper. A Tale. 


HEN Men have honeſt Wives at home, 
Yet take the Liberty to roam; 

They can't with too much Caution act, 

In keeping cloſe an amorous Fact: 

'Tis not enough to hide their Sin 

From all, but thoſe concern'd therein: 

From even thoſe they ſhould conceal 

What may the Crime of both reveal. 

With neither Friend nor Foe they mult 

The niceſt of their Secrets truſt, 


Some Punſter cries, who loves to ſtrain 
The Senſe of Words, This is not plain 
In amorous Facts what do Folks do, 
But ſearch each other's Secrets thro' ? 
And talk of hiding ſomething then ! 
Pray Poet tell us what you mean? 

Forbear your Jokes, dear witty Wight ! 
And be ſo good to take me right 

M 2 Without 
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[ 236 } 
Without Defign you can't miſtake —— ad 
Bur, if Examples plainer make, To 
Dick Daventer, my quondam Friend, 
This Propoſition ſhall defend; 
Dick hits this Purpoſe to the Liſe: 
Dick went aſtray, yet had a Wife. 


This Friend of mine was brisk and young; 
Well built, and conſequently ſtrong : 
Yet (to his Honour be it heard) 
What Strength he had, he never ſpar'd— 
His Spouſe at all Times would agree, 
(And who could know ſo well as ſhe ?) 
That, take him early, take him late, 
He was a good pains-taking Mate. 
In vainalaſs! no Fruit appears, 
To crown his Toil, in thrice three Years! 
O Fate ſevere ! no hopeful Child 
Upon th' induſtrious Parent ſmil'd! 


Dick, with Submiſſion, bore his Lot, 
And cheriſh'd ſcarce an evil Thought. 

 No— if twere Providence's Will, 

He'd live contented, childleſs, ſtill! 

For, let his Foes ſay what they can, 

Dick was a very pious Man; 

His Manners were correctly nice; 

He went to Church a Sundays twice; 


And 


4 


And 
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And would not do an evil Thing 
To make himſelf Great-Yritain's King, 


Alaſs ! it grieves my Soul to tell 
How into Trulla's Snare he fell! 
How, ſailing home one Night at Twelve, 
His Veſſel ſtranded on her Shelve ! 


Stand off, my Friend— diſcard and kick her— 


In vain I wiſh ! my Friend's in Liquor 
Her Arts prevail—— ſhe draws him in, 

To act th' abominable Sin: 

To promiſe, at a proper Time, 

To come, and to repeat the Crime! 


When once our Innocence we ſtain, 
Spot follows ſpot, like Drops of Rain—— 
Next Morning Dick cons o'er and o'er 
The Follies of the Night before. 
Could he thoſe Minutes but recall, 
He'd treely ſacrifice his All ! 
He'll go no more But then his Vow! 
To break it Honour won't allow. 
On all th' Intentions of his Word 
He very learnedly demur dq 
Will Time, Condition, Perſon, Place, 
Afford no Salvo in this Caſe ? 
An Pellice ſervanaa Fides? 
Jes Reaſon on th' affirming Side is 
M 3 


A 


380 


A Promiſe ſhould be ſacred ſtill ; 


Made when, where, or to whom it will. (1 
| A 
Truth's Arguments at length prevail: H. 


(Some Inclination = the Scale) 
They meet again get more acquainted —— 
Again—— freſh Mcetings are appointed 


In ſhort — they met and met ſo long, Th 

(To haſten forwards with my Song) So 

That he was hers, and ſhe was his; 

A downright Keeper, and his Miſs. 2 5 
Long Converſation Freedom breeds He 

Encroaching ZTulla intercedes All 

To know her dear Deceiver's Name ; Let 


Where now he lives; from whence he came; 
Whether a married Man, or ſingle; 

With fifty Things that will not jingle: 
Which Women will on Men intrude, 

Where theſe are fond, and thoſe are rude. 


His Love for Truth Dick ſtill retains, 
And therefore takes a World of Pains 
To anſwer her with half a Lie: 
(An Anſwer he could not deny) 
Yet ſo as ſhe ſhould never find 
The true Intention of þis Mind, 


lt, 
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Firſt, Daniel Doubtfull was his Name; 

(Th' initial Letters ſtill the ſame) 

And, for the future, ſhe ſhould fee 

His Billets all ſubſcrib'd, D. D. 


His native Place was thirty Miles 
In this he eaſily beguiles 
The Fair by bringing into play 
Some Town as far another Way. 


His Dwelling was on Londen Side; 
Not far from where Thames rolls his Tide. 


Ac nam'd the Thames, the Street, the Sign, 


A Circumſtances that could join; 
Yet, in Concluſion, finely minc id it, 
By Names in Southwark o'er againſt it. 


But Marriage was ſo firm a * 
How could he. play at faſt and looſe ? 
He has no Child — Ay, there's his Hold — 
71118 muſt artfully be told 
That once his Wedding Day was ſet, 
But Diſappointments, which he met, 
Had griev'd him ſo, he never ſince 
o any Woman made Pretence : 
Tho' happy he ſhould be, to prove, 
By marrying her, his faithful Love. 


Muſe, 
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Muſe, whither will thy Tale extend? 


Or, doſt not yet perceive it's End? 
What further Queſtions Trulla ask'd, ] 
How cautious Dick his Anſwers maſqu'd ; 
Why thouldſt thou tell? Such Shifts appear, 

Trulla perceives him infincere —— F 
Yet, tho' ſhe found her Cull in jeſt, 7 
Words were too warily expreſs'd, b 
She truly thought, to be but Wind ——- 7 
She therefore bore them all in Mind; 7 
Reſolv d a proper Time to wait, | 
And, if worth while, to take the Bait. 

Profuſe abroad, at home till juſt, | p 
Nor Wife, nor Miſtreſs ne ed miſtruſt : ＋ 
Each, when ſhe wanted, had a Shilling; 1 
Neither knew more than Dick was willing; 1. 

Till bringing once a little Book, | 77 
He o'er it bidr bis Trails 16 T1 
Says he, Theſe Poems, ev'ry Line, 11 
Were ⁊uritten by a Cuz of mine; 

A Fellow of uncommon Parts ; "1g 27 
Well skill in almoſt all the Art. 

The Title of the Pamphlet tells | 
His Name, and Trade, and where he awells, 12 

Trulla with Thanks receives the Giſt, * 


In hopes the Truth of all to fift—— | 
The 


S 


16 


[11] 
The truſtieſt of her private Friends 
She to this Poet's Lodging ſends ; 
Inſtructed how to act and ſpeak : 
Intreated large Remarks to make. 


He goes —— he rallies all his Senſe 
And—— Sir, I hope tis no Offence—— 
I [aww your Book; admire your Wit ; 
And come to chat concerning it. © 
Pray, won't you pleaſe to take a Glaſs? 
I. Gould be glad an Hour to paſs. 


The Bard complies, with Heart elate— 
Heawv"ns! to be follow'd at this rate 
How great a Man! They drink and ſmoak; 
Talk common Things; and paſs a Joke; 
Till Pray Sir, have you no Relations ? 
Yes--- What may be their Names and Stations? 
I here 40"they dwell 7 what fort of Men? 
The Poet mentions Nine or Ten ; 
Their Names, their Age, their Size, how 

dreſs'd ; 

Dick Daventer among the reſt. 


Concluſion now draws on apace —— 
Trulla's Acquaintance tell the Caſe : 
The Coufin's Story ſtronger brings 
Dick's own diſguis'd Account of Things; 2 
n 


[#42] 
And, as the joint Deſcription ran, 
"Twas plain he was the very Man, 


"Tis eaſy to conceive: the reſt—— 

How artfull Tull Rage expreſs'd ; 

(To make him with more Warmth ſalute her; 
And uſe her better for the future, 

Impoſe on her ! ſhe'd have him know 

She never was affronted ſo——— 

She had indeed been much too kind 

The worſe Luck hers tho. Love is blind ! 
Hers all were honourable Views ! 

The more Knave he ſuch Love t abuſe! 


Dick ſees the Houſe about his Ears, 
And in the Miſchief firſt appears 
He knew his Credit was at Stake — 
What Uſe of this the Bard would make—— 
And therefore frankly, to his Wife, 
Owns ev'ry Error of his Lite : 

Together all the Parties brings; 

And publickly Peccavi ſings 
Contented with the preſent Game, 

The Poet vows to ſpare his Pame. 
Trulla was willing to be gone, 

At naming Bridewell, and Sir John: 
And Madam, for the Sake of both, 
Pardons this Breach of Marriage Troth. 


Lou 
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You read this Leſſon at Beginning 
Obſerve a Manner ev'n in Sinning 
If you muſt ſtray, mind what you do 
Why will you loſe your Honour too? 

Here let me add —— Men ſtrive in vain 
To live in Vice, yet Truth maintain— : 
Stick to the Temple, or the Ca lues 

The D-—1 won't be ſerv'd by Halves. 


8 = wh 
N 1 : 


— 


SOLOMON's | 
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SO 0LOMO N's Character of a 
good Wife, from the 3uſt 
Chapter of Proverbs. 


V A IN are te moſt of Womankind— 
A virtuous Conſort who can find ? 

In real Value ſhe excells 

Whatever ſhines on Rocks and Shells, 


Her Husband's Soul in her confides ; 
Nor ſhe his Confidence derides: 
She ſeeks his Honour all her Days; 
And ne'er her plighted Faith betrays. 


Her Induſtry finds 7 and Wool, 
And her own Fingers fill the $poo? ; 
Her Hands are harden'd at the-W heel, 
The Diſtaff, and the loaded Reel, 


Before the Sun ſhe leaves her Bed . 
And thus prepares her Houſhold Bread: 
Her Children and her Servants ſhare 


The Bounty of her carly Care. 
«1 The 
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The Field her ſlothful Neighbour ſold 
I; hers, with Sums of labour'd Gold : 
She plants a Vineyard with the reſt ; 
The Fruit of her own Hands confeſs d. 


The full-ripe Grape ſhe taſtes at length, 
And girds her Loins afreſh with Strength: 
Confirm'd in her induſtrious Way, 

Her Candle lengthens out the Day. 


Like thoſe who dare the ſtormy Seas, 
She loaths the Food obtain'd with eaſc : 
Her Hands are open to the Poor ; 

Their Wants none carry from her Door, 


With double Cloathing ſhe defends 
Herſelf and hers, when Snow deſcends : 
In Silk and Purple ſhe appears; 

And each Domeſtic Scarlet wears. 


A Price ſhe of the Merchant takes, 
For Linnen which her Leiſure makes. 
Her Husband fits among the Great ; 
And ſhines a Senator compleat. 


Her Words are all with Wiſdom fraught ; 
And Counſel flows from ev'ry Thought. 
he N Her 
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Her Honours with her Years increaſe ; 
Her laſt are Days of Joy and N 


Like a ended State is en 
Her little Houſhold ; ſhe the Queen: 
Her Children rife, 400 call her bleſs'd ; 
And by her Lord her Worth's confeſs'd. 


Pleas'd with his Choice, he often fays— 


Tho many Daughters merit Praiſe, 
The moſt diſtinguiſb'd you excell, 
In ev'ry Art of doing well. 


The fading Beauties of a Face 


May fail, and ev'ry outward Grace: 
But ſhe who fears the Lord ſhall ſtill 


Poſſeſs her Husband's beſt Good-will. 


With gentle Words he bids her take 
The Plenty which her Fingers make ; 


And, while her Actions ſpread her Name, 


Confirms the juſt Report of Fame. 


On. | 


Nox 


On 


| HERES 


= 


On falling in Lowe, to 4 Friend 
who defir'd it, 


W H O can deſcribe, in Numbers fit, 
All the new Pangs by Lovers found; 
When, undeſigning, firſt they meet; 
Give and receive the defſtin'd Wound? 


Who can? Yet ſince this friendly Lay 
Damon demands, O Muſe rehearſe 

What govern'd Fancy bids thee ſay— 
May Phw&bus aid the flowing Verſe ! 


Love wears a Thouſand diffrent Forms 3 | 
He wins the Heart a Thouſand Ways: 

Now like a Deity he ſtorms; 
Now in Diſguiſe the Soul betrays, 


N : As 
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As varied is the Anguiſh felt, 
V hen 7200 begin to grow re ſame : 
With ſtifled Heat ſome inly melt; 
While ſome confeſs, and urge their Flame. 


Yet would the God to Nature bend ; 
His boundleſs Sway could Law reſtrain ; 
Thus might I paint him to my Friend: 


Thus ſtate the Meaſures of his Reign. 


Two choſen Names, on Fate's long Roll, 
In the fame Character he reads: 

Remarks the Frame of either Soul; 
And, unobſcrv'd, in both proceeds. 


Occaſion, bound by firm Compact, 

The Place, the Time, the Caufe comraves : 
Brings them together, to tranſact 

Some common Butfineſs of their Lives. 


Expects my Damon I ſhould tell 
Of Love's Activity, and Force? 

The Light'ning I could paint as well, 
That pierces all Things in it's Courſe ! 


Tt enters in the Breaſt it ſtays 
(Believe it done as ſoon as thought!) 

About the Heart it kindling plays 
lt rakes—— By all the Soul 'tis caught. 


The | 


The 
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The generous Youth, the firſt on Fire, . 


Looks kinder Things than others ſpeak ; 
And Sighs, and broken Words conſpire, 


In vain, his mighty Thoughts to break. 


He views the Nymph, while o'er her Checks 


The Red and White alternate flow ; 
'Till, Sympathetic (what he ſeeks) 
Her Soul like his begins to glow. 


Diſorder'd now, the Boy perceives, 
And, eager, fans the kindled Fire: 


Till her Heart pants, her Boſom heaves ; 


And the whole Maid is one Defire ! 


Now both ſubmit, Love only ſways 
They talk, they toy, they burn, they gaze, 

Send forth, and mix inceflant Rays; 
"Till all their Souls unite, and blaze, 


But O the Raptures that ſucceed ; 
And bleſs the Flame divinely pure ! 

Strong as the Sun, themſelves they fee 
And, like his Beams, they ſtill endure! 


On 


1 MAGINARY Good, or true, 


> 
c 150 ) 
Wot . 2 IW DV ol - 
D * NES, 2 A 8 8 "ML N 
On FAME 


Immortal Fame, thee all perſue ; 


Thee make their End in all they do ! 


For thee th' intrepid Sons of Mars. 
Ruſh forth impetuous to the Wars; 
Pleas'd, if thou deign to count their Scars. 


Whatever Thoughts the Learn'd impart, 


In any Age, in any Art, 
I hou art the Prize they have at Heart. 


Tho' Want upon the Poet ſtares, 
For love of Verſe and Thee, he dares 
Slight all the frightful Forms it wears. 


Yet what thou art we thus admire, 
And why at thee Mankind aſpire, 


None can determane, all enquire. 


If mere Deluſion of the Mind, 
WV hence is the Race of human kind 
Jo court a Shadow thus inclin'd ? 


1 
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Or if thou art a real Good, 
How can thy Worth be underſtood, 
Thro' Miſery alone perſu'd ? 


Can all the Wreaths that crown his Head, 
And magnifie the Poet dead, 


Attone for Homer's Want of Bread ? 


Yet who would not a Beggar be 
To grow as much rerown'd as he? 
Methinks I wiſh. 'twere offer'd me! 


But Homer ſhines a fingle Name 
As much thy Darling fince, O Fame! 
As once the Muſes'— in his Flame. 


| On Ages ſince could he but look, 
JS He'd ſmile to think this fingle Hook 
Has ſuch a Croud of Witlings took. 


Above the reſt twere ſweet Surprize, 
To ſee majeſtic Virgil riſe, 
Anddaring Milton climb the Skies! 


His Seconds theſe ſhall ſtill remain 
Time ſhall their Digniry maintain; 
And Ignorance oppoſe in vain ! 


Or 
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In vain we weaker Mortals try 
To pluck ſuch Bays, to ſoar ſo high! 
Our Writings like ourſelves muſt die 


What little Favour ſome procure, 
Thou art ſo nice, they ſcarce are ſure 
It ſhall from Year to Year endure. 


Thoſe who thy Favour moſt engage, 
But gain th' Applauſes of an Age, 


Then their Remembrance quits the Stage. 


And what's an Age's empty Praiſe, 
If Want oppreſs us all our Days, 
While we the fleeting Structure raiſe ? 


Since but a Few ev'n this can gain, 
For a long Life, worn out in Pain, 
Strange, that ſo many toil in vain! 


Ev'n I, who know myſelf ſo weak, 
Th' unequal Labour can't forſake : 
Thy fancy'd Charms ſo ſtrongly take. 


Philanader too approves my Song, 
And calls it graceful, bold and ſtrong ; 
His Judgment leads the Muſe along, 
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Not quite in vain my Time I ſpend, 
Tho' with my Life theſe Trifles end 
"Tis noble now to pleaſe a Friend, 


Thou art at leaft a ſpecious Bait; 
And if thou wanteſt aught in Weight, 
There's ſomething fweet in the Deceit. 


SU FR IH I FH, 
M ONTE 1. 1A. 


8 OFTEST Airs, O Muſe, inſpire, 

At thy wounded Friend's Defire L 

Reach my Lute ! ſtrain ey'ry String! | 
Fair Montelia J would ſing ! 


How her Eyes illuſtrious ſhine ! 
Armies there of Cupids join: 
Round about how fierce they dart, 
Read, O read it on my Heart! 


See Diana in her Mien! 
In her Shape ſee Beauty's Queen! 
Love deſign'd, and form'd her Waiſt, 
Round her when his Arms he caſt. 


[ 154 ] 
When the little Rover preſs d, 
Night ſucceeding Night her Breaſt, 


| On each Side thoſe Mountains roſe 
W ſo many Sweets diſcloſe. 


Midſt a thouſand, wha can trace, 


Who can picture ev'ry Grace ? 9 = 
Short of each, alaſs! I peak ——— | As 
Muſe forbear, my Lute I break! 8c 
eee 

The impenetrable Fair. 20 


Au PI D, a while ſuſpend thy Bow; 

Thy Quiver o'er thy Shoulders throw: 
Hear why not our united Force | 
Can touch Amelia with Remorſe. 


Her Eyes, the Seats of Heat and Light, 
Her ſparkling Eyes are Saphires bright: 
Rubies immenſely rich compoſe 


Her Lips, that ſhame the bluſhing Roſe. 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe Hands are Alabaſter fine 
Which hold this captive Heart of mine : 
No Parian Marble may conteſt 
With that which forms her lovely Breaſt. 


Her Heart aſſumes the Diamond's Name; 
Within, without, ſhe's all the ſame: 
As tho', to make a finiſh'd Piece, 
Sculpture had rais'd up Rome and Greece. 


Wonder not then a Nymph of Stone 
Withſtands thy Shafts, and ſlights my Moan : 
Still thou may'ſt ſhoot, ſtill I complain, 

Our Darts and Sighs are ſpent in vain! 


hoſc 


Up01i 


She finds perpetual Cauſe of Strife. W T: 
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pon bearing Miſs N praiſe E 
ſoue Verſes of mine. 


WW HE N Cloe's Charms I warmly ſing, 
Such Wit ſhe never can reward ; 
But could ſhe influence the King, 


I ſhould, at leaſt, be made a Lord. 


That thoſe who write immortal Rhimes, = VW 
Should want the Means of mortal Life ; | 
Againſt the baſe, degenerate Times, 


So much tranſported with my Muſe, |\_ Co 
Her Praiſe is all ſhe lets me have: 

For, while the deathleſs Bard ſhe views, | , 

She never ſees her dying Slave. WL, 

| | F 

Coe, forbear this high Eſteem ; 1 


Or form a more familiar Plan —— 
A Demigod why ſhould he ſcem, 
Who ſeeks to prove himſelf a Man? 


Occaſion ? 


[ 157 J LE 
Sa SEL SEO FI, 


Occaſion'd by the Succeſ. s of ſome 


Lines of mine in another Perſon's 
Amour. 


G REAT God of Numbers, ſpeak the 
Cauſe, 


Why Fortune perſecutes the Bays; 


Why Poets only gain Applauſe, 
While others profit by their Lays? 


For ever muſt thy Servants' Pen 
To all befides Succeſs impart : 


Themſelves alone th* unhappy Men 
Condemn'd to periſh by their Art? 


Tes, ſays the Goa, Tis ſo decree? 
The Sentence ever vill remain 
Fools by repeating. ſhall ſuccees : 

I, and my Sons, muſt charm in vain ! 


[£58 ] 


; - 
Ou the ſame Occaſion, 


A ND is it thus ordain'd by Jove, 

That Wit ſhould never win the Fair ? 
Then why are Poets form'd for Love; 
Since Love to them 1s but Deſpair ? 


When in their Lines ſome Beauty charms, 


The Rapture ſwells their Paſſions high: 
Upon themſelves recoil their Arms; 


And by the Flame they raiſe, they die. 


In vain their melting Notes rehearſe 
The Anguiſh of th' ill-fated Youths : 

Perhaps the Nymphs approve the Verſe, 
But diſregard the fatal Truths. 


Immortal Fame, the Bard's Reward, _ 


Fate has not join'd it with Succeſs : 
The Gods will have their Bounty ſhar'd ; 


And very rarely doubly bleſs. 


PH 
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Phebus and Waller tun'd their Lyres ; 
The Lawrel only crown'd their Art : 

Yet One both Life and Love inſpires; 
And other warms the coldeſt Heart. 


And what are Lawrels, what 1s Fame, 
To make us Sacrifice our Reſt ? : 
They cannot quench an inward Flame; 


They cannot heal a wounded Breaſt. 


What tho* the World admire my Strains ; 


What tho' Montelia's ſelf they pleaſe: 


Her Praiſes may increaſe my Chains, 
But not contribute to my Eaſe. 


Or be their Value underſtood, 
Or, O ye Gods, your Gifts reſume ! 

Make Fame a more ſubſtantial Good. 
Or give AMont?lia in it's room! 


O 2 Preſcated 


Preſe med to a near Relation, 07 


the nniverſaty of bis V. edding | 


Night. 


M 1 gen'rous Friend, at your Requeſt, 
I come to ſwell the Chorrs ; 
To hail the Night, your Liquor taſte, 
And eat up what's before us. 


Long may your Nanny fill your Arms, 
And mutual Love continue ! | 

So prays the Bard, who ſung her Charms, 
And ſtrove to get between you. 


Be now that envious Scene forgot 

You knew the Art of Wooing —— 
Yet let the Muſe ask freely—— What 
Her Rival has bcen doing? 


E're 
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E're now, *twas thought, two Bantlings ſmall, 
With Muſick would ſurround her, 

But Heav'ns ! I ſce no Sign at all 
As flat as any Flounder ! 


Tis true, you promis'd well at firſt 
O had our Pleaſure laſted ! 

But muſt the generous Tree be curs'd, 
Becauſe the Fruit was blaſted ? 


Not ſo our Fathers us'd the Bed; 


Their Tillage brought forth plenty— 
Firſt Coufins, wedded and to wed, 
We are not leſs than Twenty. 


Among us lies a World of pelf, 
Muſt all this go to Strangers? 


No Faith! — To get ſome Heirs myſelf, 
P11 run thro' fifty Dangers ! 


For ſhame, Sam, pluck thy Spirits up! 
This very Night prevent me 
And, when next Year we come to ſup, 


Say, T his the Gods have ſent me. 


1 5 O 3 Lov? 
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eo or ee ee eos | 


Love without Art. 


wW H E N Poets laviſh all their Store, 
To paint a Miſtreſs gay ; 
They prove not how their Souls adore, 
But what their Muſc can ſay. 


Fame, the great Objeꝗ of their Vows, 
By various Names they woog 

And, while to Beauty Fancy bows, 
Their Souls a Breath perſuc. 


Me no ſuch vain Ambition moves 
Ye Bards, enjoy your Fame ! 
My Heartcan fimply ſay it Joves : 
And heave MoNTELIA!s Name. 


MonTEZL1a's Charms ſo far excel], 
They make my Soul their Slave ; 

She's more, at leaſt, than I can tell; 

And a I wiſh to have! 


/ 


EbSSLSSSI SS 
The Muſes Dignity. 


A Y Muſic, ſweeteſt Child of Zove, 
Parent of Pity, Mirth, and Love, 

Our Paſſions how doft thou controul ; 

Tune high to-Joy, or low depreſs the Soul ? 

Whence flows this univerſal Charm, 

That can Deſpair itſelf difarm ?. 

Is not the mighty Magic firſt defign'd 

In the bold Bard's capacious Mind? 

There the gay Train of Embrio Hints are 

found ; 

Thence they dance forth, embody'd round 

In regular Variety of Sound. 
Concording Souls the Notes imbibe, 

And to ungovern'd Fancy Laws preſcribe : 
Adapting Harmony to Ule, 
By Rules which they from Harmony deduce. 
Thus while the Sons of Aſaph play'd and ſung, 
To David's Muſe their Harps were ſtrung: 
They but the Paths he mark'd 'em trod ; 

He, the great Prophet of th' inſpiring God. 


Too 


8 
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COIN HS JN 


Too true to make a Teſt of. 


0 Why will Mortals be fo raſh, 


Fearleſs thro Thick and Thin to aſh ! 


Nor in Life's Race to pick their Way! 
Thus Serius gravely us'd to ſay 
Nor would the formal Zealot ſparc 
The little Failures of Bellarr. 


Th'! mpoſture took with not a few, 
But Lætus always better knew: 
Yet the dull Sot the ſame appear'd, 
And canted on when Letus heard. 


We own *tis juſt, the Friend replies, 
What you condemn, what you adviſe ; 
The Time and Place are not amiſs ——— 
Yet why from thee ſo much of this ? 

Sure thou hadſt tumbled in the Dirt, 
And by thy Fall receiv'd ſome Hurt: 
Or'a great Secret he found out, 

Who gave thee Phy/ic for the Gor, 


To 


[ 1651 


Ne , 808 


To CE LIA, on her being fond 
of a Cat. 


H O knows but Fove, in this Diſguiſe, 
Once more his Deity belies? 

And from Olympus to thy Breaſt 

Deſcends, to be ſupremely bleſt ? 

Why wilt thou then, aſpiring Fair, 


Indulge the latent Danger there; 
When, were the God confeſs'd, thy Frame 


Could ee ſuſtain his furious Flame? 


Or grant that Form thy Fav'rite's own ; 
That / enjoys thy Heart alone: 
.I mourn thoſe warm Careſſes loſt 
On an Inſenfible=— at moſt ! 


Fair Nymph, prefer the ſafer Mean 
Man comes familiarly between 
an, not ſo fiercely bright as Zove, 
Yet turn'd as happily for Love—— 
Man, far above the mouſing Kind, 
Yet of a no. leſs humble "2 
Upon thy Smiles let Serephon live; 
And Joy at once receive and give? Fragment 


[ 166-] 
| S4ICCCCSIESIICS TITTIES 
Fragment of an OD E to Boreas, 


made while the Author ſold 
| Books in an Alley. 


B LOW Boreas, Foe to human kind! 
Blow, bluſtering, freezing, piercing Wind 

Blow, that thy Force I may rehearſe; 

While all my Thoughts congeal to Verſe ! 


Blow, and the ſtrongeſt Proofs diſpenſe 
To ev'ry doubtful Reader's Senſe 
But chiefly chill the Critic's Noſe, 
Who dares the Truths I fing oppoſe ! 


Where'er old hoary Winter's fear d, 
There thou with trembling Art rever'd : 


BR thee the dreaded Pow'r remains 


By which the ſnowy Monarch reigns. 


The Leaves that beautify'd the Trees, 
And wav'd before a ſofter Breeze; 

Torn off by thee, are ſcatter'd round, 
To wither on the ruſty Ground. 


Where 


re 
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Where rapid Rivers us'd to flow, 
To Glaſs the filent Waters grow : 
Ev'n Oozy Thames ſubmits to thee ; 


E Hhames, like the neighb'ring Vallies, free / 


To the proud Czar's terrific Fleet, 
Which half the Nations fear to meet ; 
Thou doſt thy ſtrict Injunttions give 
Nor can it ſtir without thy Leave. 


Thy Preſence on 2Brirania's Plains 
To Chimney-Corner drives her Swains : 
There thy Severity they 'ſhun ; 

And thither I would gladly run! 


But I (fo Fove and Fate command) 


Expos'd to all thy Rage muſt ſtand ; 
Condemn'd the Tyranny to bear, 


Unpity'd, half the tedious Year! 


Tho' cloſe begirt with Garments three, 
Not Garments can defend from thee ; 
Thy penetrating Force will find 
Or Hole before, or Slit behind! 


In vain my Hands my Boſom hides / 
In vain I ſhield them by my Sides. 


= 


| [ : 168 ] R 
In vain exhale the warmer Air, 


Which my toodecble Lungs prepare” © 


In vain upon the diſtant Tiles 
The God of L indulgent Smiles / 
His Influence I ſhould never know, 
But for the * of n Snow. | 


_The melted Snow b y Py 
Still makes thy Empire more compleat 
My aged Shoes, not Water proof, 

Admit thoſe Droppings of the Roof. 


Full in my Face is always driv'n; - 
By thee, whatc'er-deſcends frem Heav'n ;- 
Or Snow, or Rain, or Sleet, or Hail 
Nor can the Penthouſe aught avail x. © 
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rr 
The Laying of the Spirit. A Tale. 


N Days of Lore, when Roman Rules 
Prevail'd, and made poor Laymen Fools: 

When wicked Prieſts could ſell Salvation; 
And ſafely cuckold half the Nation: 
There liv'd (as ancient Annals teach) 
A Wight, old, covetous, and rich — 
There liv'd ? where liv'd ? ſays one - at Tane- 
Which rhimes to Rinald was his Name. 


A Wife he had, with ev'ry Charm 
That manly, vigorous Youth might warm: 
But to this ſapleſs Trunk confin'd, 
By Parents' Choice, againft her Mind, 
She nor the leaſt Delight could move; 
Nor taſte herſelf the Sweets of Love. 


Three thouſand Pounds at Ten per Cent. 
Supply'd him with a handſome Rent; 
Yet fuch a Niggard was this Wight, 
He'd ſeldom ſpend his Pint at Night; 
Nor knew he any Joy in Life 
Much oft'ner—— than he did his Wife. 
P 


L 
For Suſan's Part (ſo hight the Fair) 
The Mode was her peculiar Care: 
Now Dreſs, now Furniture ſhe wanted: 
Nor Dreſs, nor Furniture was granted. 
Houſe- Keeping, Truth! was Charge enough; 
He could not buy much Houſhold-Stuff. 


And whom had ſhe to pleaſe but him; 
That ſhe, forſooth! muſt go ſo trim? 


OO kh, 3 tos 


How could the Woman take 1t well ? 
No——'twas her Duty to rebel—— 
Whate'er ſhe could, the bought on Truſt; 

Let Rinal rumble! pay he muſt) 
So, when for Int'reſt he was gone, 
The Neighbours came; the I reat went on. [Oe 


The rev'rend Doctor of the Pariſh, ; 
(Some Faults the beſt of Men may cheriſh) | As 


Was, if you took him all together, He 
As good as e'er trod Shoe of Leather. Fre 
To him the Dame repair'd at Eaſter —— aſe 
What then? why then the Prieſt conteſs'd her- No 
Then private Penance was enjoin'd : But 
And acted too— to Madam's Mind. 4 2 [ 

1, 


Religion was a Thing that Sun 
Had ne'er before took Time to muſe on; 


But 


3 


1 


But 


. 
But learning now, from Rules of-Art, 
That Penance was it's harſneſt Part; 
And finding that ſo great a Pleaſure, 
She grew religious, out of Meaſure, 


And having gain'd ſufficient Strength, 
To carry Spite a Woman's Length; 
She counted all her Husband's Crimes, 
Of various Sorts, at divers Times; 
And made a ſolemn Reſolution, 
To put Revenge in Execution. 
Mere Cuckoldom ſhould not ſuffice her 


He muſt be by, yet ne'er the wiſer. 


When People bear a willing Mind, 
Occaſion ſeldom lags behind. 


The Terrors taught us by our Nurſe, 
As Reaſon fails, renew their Force: 
Hence Rinald oft' conceiv'd a Fright, 
From whiſp'ring Wind, at dead of Night. 
Sue takes the Hint; improves his Fears; lp 
Nor Mouſe, nor Spider, now ſhe hears, 5 
But, whip! ſhe covers Neck and Ears. 
If Door or Window chance to clap ; 
Or, on Offender's Neck, the Trap; 


Pa Twas” 
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"Twas ſome departed Soul returning! 0 9 


All clad in white ! with Taper burning ! 
Lord ! how ſhe cry'd, and wiſh'd for Morning! 


(O 
It ſoon produc'd what Sun wanted, 80 
Without Diſpute the Houſe was haunted. As 
Roger the Prieſt muſt come, and lay | | 
The helliſh Fiend, in burning Sea. 4 
The Night was fix d; they all prepare Th 
Some ſay, the Devil was in Fear : Bu 
For Prieſts with Bell, and Book, and Candle, I As 
Could then the Devil ſtrangely handle. = Ev 
| I To 
Tis very hard, in Proſe or Rhime, | 
Well to deſcribe the Flux of Time : | b 
For this the Reader muſt allow; W. 
And think th' appointed Ev'ning now. He 
Th' appointed Ev'ning brings the Rector; A 
Suſan intreats him to protect her; WI 
Rinalilo too, in piteous Fright, W. 
Deſires he'll make the Circle right. 
- He promis'd 'em to do his beſt : = 8 
Then this Harangue to both addreſs d. . 
My Friends, in order to proceed, 
And make this Goblin go indeed, | 
WH At 


'Tis 


* ; 
15 I} 


| So Heav'n receive you to Protection; 
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'Tis fit we all keep a4 Amuſſim : 
You muſt lic down, and I muſt curſe him. 


Bind up your Eyes! nor ſtir, nor ſpeak ! 
(One Fault, obſerve! the Charm wall break) 


As you ſhall follow this Direction! 


Rinaldo trembles, and agrees; 
Then mutter'd ſomething on his Knees: 
But Sey ſcream'd, a ſubtle Quean! 
As tho' ſhe had the Spirit ſeen : : 
Ev'n Roger ſcarcely could forbear 
To drop a ſympathetic Tear. 


The choſen Room, one Story high, 
Was where our Couple us'd to lie—— */ 
Here Sue before had taken Care 
A proper Spirit to prepare : 

Who, leaſt her Voice the Plot ſhonld ruin, 
Was muzzled to prevent her Mewing. 


They all aſcend the magic Place ; 
The Help-mates bind each other's Face; 
Then ſtretch themſelves upon the Floor; 
While Roger faſtens up the Door. 


The Circle made, the Prieſt begins; 
And firſt, abſolves em from their Sins: 
P. 3 


Then 
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Then ſtoutly Muſters all his Forces, 

Of Zatin, Greek, hard Names, and Curſes— 
Ai, toul Fiend ! in rubrum Mare—— 

A hollow Voice reply'd, who are ye? 

Then, at a thund'ring Word of Greek, 

The Cloſet Door was heard to ſqueak ! 

But when he ſpoke again in Latin, 

With ſolemn Tread, came Miſtreſs Cat in ! 


Rinaldo wiſh'd (he durſt not pray) 

To die but in a nat'ral Way! 
What happen'd now, Sue us'd to tell, 
She could not ſee, but ſhe could ſmell. 


Trembling and ſweating as he lay, ; 


Here might my Epic Muſe rehearſe, . 
In figur'd Stile, and flowing Verſe, 
How, while the real Spirit mov'd, 
The Prieſt and Sue their Time improv'd ! ; 
(The Beaux would laugh; the Ladies twitter; 
Nor could the Criticks then be buter !) 
But, as the Scene at preſent lies, 
Reaſon may dictate to the Wiſe, 
What Love and Spite would prompt em to: 
What, conſequently, they muſt do. 


The Moral of my Tale is clear 5 ; 
Let Sixty with Sixteen forbear ; 
To ſeek thoſe Joys it cannot ſhare 2 
; Conſeſſing 
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Confeſſing tho' the Fair explode, 
- Intriguing always is the Mode; 
Some Way your Wives muſt have their Fill; 
For Women will be Women ſtill. 
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Morientis. 


; T WIX'T Vice and Virtue Bere the doubtful 
| Strife 
Concludes : Here ends the Comedy of Life. 
Th' Award uncertain, the Diſpoſer juſt, 
Preſume I dare not; why ſhould I diſtruſt ? 


An Imitation of the Manner of an 
_ excellent Divine * living. 


| O N Reaſon we depend in vain ! 
Tis Pride ſupports her feeble Reign—— 
Hear how young Curio's Soul was toſt; 


Till in it's own Concluſions loſt ! 


W here ſhall an erring Mortal find 
A certain Rule to guide his Mind? 
T he Falſe and Real how diſcern, 
In Matters of the laſt Concern ? 


Faith ſoars aloft, on Eagles Wings; 
And ſees, and dares, the greateſt Things 
Receives an Oli ve- ranch above; 
And downward bears the Pleauge of Love. g c 


But mimic Fancy too aſpires, : 
Wing'd with vain Hopes, and wild Deſires : N 
In Tinſel cloath'd, as Faith in Gola, 
She takes her Name, and talks as bold. A 
| Ow; 1 
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Our eager Souls, tranſported, meet 
T he ſeeming Good, the preſent Sweet ; 
And while we boaſt triumphant Grace, 
A Phantom fills the fond Embrace 


Soon as the gilded Cheat appears, 
We ſhrink, and own our conſtious Fears — 
Freſb ſhadowy Forms the Flight renew ! 
Still the Deluſion we purſue ! | 


How ſhall wwe Things diſtinguiſh ſo] 
As each aiſguts'd Deceit to know? 

As ev'ry Salley to prevent, 

Which cool Reflection muſt repent ? 


There is a Rule, he Church replies 
Aud gravely tells us where it lies. 
But human Nature ſwells with Pride; 
Ani Reaſon ill be ſatiqqy d. 


Ir cannot be, that Heav'n deſign a4 
To take its Tmage from the Mind ! 
To thinking Creatures muſt belong 
A Pow'r to judge of Right and Wrong. 


Tet what this Pow'r, and where conceal d- 
Suſpended here our Souls are held. 1 


[198] 
Tf in them awells a perfect Guide, 
Why do the moſt obſerving /lide ? | ; 


Thus, wand'r ring on from Thought to 
Thought, 
Deep Cauſes long he anxious fou ght; 


But Reaſon try'd her Line in vai 


Nor could his Wit the Flight ſuſtain, 


Convinc'd, abaſh'd, his Hands he ſpread ; | | 
And, humbly filent, bow'd his Head 
A glorious Guide appear d at length! 


He bleſs'd his Viſaom, and his Strength. 


Py 
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An Imitaticu of Horace B 2. 0. 16. 


WIEN Clouds obſcure the Face of Night, 

And Stars withold their friendly Light, 
With Tempeſts toſs'd, with Pears oppreſs'd, 
The trembling Sailor prays for Reſt. 


The Savage Tartar, great in Arms, 
The Turk, inur'd to fierce Alarms, 
What would they not at Seaſons give 
In unmoleſted Peace to lve ? 

But ah! it can't be bought and fold ! 
Not all the Purple, Gems, and Gold, 
Which ſtately Rooms of Princes ſhow, 
Can caſe them of their Share of Woe ! 


Our pompous City. Magiſtrate, 
In all his gaudy, annual State, 
May feel a Tumult in his Mind ; 
And but a Load of Greatneſs find 


A ſparing Diet will fuſtain 
The Man who lives juſt neatly plain ; 2 
n 
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And to contented Uſe receives 
The Table his old Father leaves. 


He from his Breaſt, to Virtue juſt, 
Drives ey'ry Fear, and ev'ry Luſt : 
Makes all his daily Labours light; 
And ſoundly ſleeps away the Night. 


In vain we give our Fancies Wings, 
And fly them at a thouſand Things; 
Tis but a Few we reach at molt ; 
And we to thoſe are quickly loſt. - 


In vain for Quiet Florio runs 

To Countries warm'd by other Suns: 
Not many Years the Fool can roam ; 

And theſe might well be ſpent at home. 


His Cares will not diſcarded be; 
They board the Ship as well as he : 

On Horſeback theſe will mount behind; 

Ont-ſtrip the Hart, out y the Wind ! 


Tis Heaven's, to will, and to diſpoſe : 
Tis ours, with Providence to cloſe —— 


He errs, who makes his Bliſs depend 
On what ſuperior Fate may ſend, 


The 
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The preſent Hour could we poſſeſs, 
The preſent Hour would always bleſs —— 
' Since there's no perfect Joy below, 
Why ſhould we antedate our Woe. 


CY —— —⁰ſ - — — 


Death ſhorten'd William's glorious Reign, 
And let the Gallic Curſe remain: 
So Heav'n may give to worthleſs Aſe 
A Length of Life deny'd to Thee. 


My Country Friend receives from Fate 
The Income of a large Eſtate ; 
In his own Houſe can nightly ſleep, A 
Amudit his Horſes, Cows, and Sheep. | 
| 
I, of no Lands nor Rents poſſeſs'd, 
If with proportion'd Wiſhes bleſs'd, 
May ſcorn each enyious, grov'ling Mint 
And in the Muſe true Solace find. 


_ 
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On ne Saviſe jamais de tout. 


LEO 
£10. 


Tis impoſſible to be aware of every 
I bing. A Tale, 


8 IR Fealous, who (ſays Fontaine) kept 
One Eye awake while t'other flept, 

From Company reſtrain'd his Spouſe; 
And. for the Safety of his Brows, 

Collected all the Female Wiles, 

Their Ogles, Billet-deux, and Smiles, 
Their Arts of ſlipping out from home, 

And writ them in an ample Tome. 


Poor Sot! When Love has form'd a League, 
He's a mere Hydra at Intrigue. 


bad —_— e 
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| Madam was all this while a Slave : 
Alas! what Comfort could ſhe have? 
For Fondneſs he ev'n told her Hairs; 


Nor truſted her about Affairs, 
| Bur 


Ons 
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But with her, conſtant as her Shade, 
Went an old Argus of a Maid. 


His Liſt the Fool believ'd compleat, 
And hug'd himſelf in the Conceit; 
It ſerv'd him both to read and reſt on, 
And Cuckoldom was out of Queſtion, 


One Holiday, it came to paſs, 
As home the Dame return'd from Maſs, 
Her Thoughts all Piety and Honour, 
Out comes a Heap of Dirt upon her. 


Was ſuch an Accident e'er heard on? 


Beſure the People ask'd her Pardon! 
She muſt go in, to make her clean, 

For 'twas not fit ſhe ſhould be ſeen. 
Another Petticoat ſhe']]I want 
Home runs the faithful Governante, 


To fetch her one. — She finds my Maſter, 


And, breathleſs, tells the. whole Diſaſter, 


The honeſt Man was Thunder-ſtruck : 
The. Devil! *Tis not in my Book —— 
Gone in? Why then I know the worſt : 
So may the Catalogue be curs'd ! 


Rightly 


2 . 
* 
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Rightly the Cuckold once opin'd : 

This whole Adventure was deſign'd. 

By diſobliging Madam's Sute, 

They ſent the Dragon from the Fruit. 15 

The Coaſt was clear; the Spark was ready; bb 

And who more willing than the Lady ? 
Women that realy have a Mind 

In vain are guarded, and confin'd. 3 

You miſs five Stratagems in ten; 1 

So burn your Catalogues, ye Men! 9 

And leave to Providence your Pates, : 

There's no reſiſting People's Fates. 


